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Preface 


I began my 12 step work while I was still in prison around 1996. I 
continued upon my release in 1997. Many weekdays, nights, and weekend 
meetings helped immensely with my sobriety. 

Through time and my own decisions, I quit going to meetings, and I 
quit working the steps. I did not go back to drinking as I had before. I did 
slip, have a beer or a glass of wine occasionally. I did not however, open a 
bottle a drink till I was blacked out! But it does not matter, I should have 
known better, as I was born an addict. I was raised in a dysfunctional 
alcohol abusing family. I begin to use alcohol as an escape and form of 
manipulation at age 11. With parental support and agreement. 

Today, I am appalled any parent would buy alcohol and let an 11 
year old choose how much and how often to drink on their own. That 
would not be tolerated today. 

The Red Road to Wellbriety presents itself in a cultural context I 
can relate to. AA is a great program almost near 100 years old. But our 
Indigenous brothers and sisters must go through the Wellbriety system. As 
it reconnects lost Indigenous persons with addictions with the traditions 
and spirituality that made our Nations strong. Our nations can become 
strong again through the Wellbriety program. 

This book shares my past, my present, and hopefully my future as 
an Indigenous man who is sober, and living the Red Road to Wellbriety. I 
also share how meditation, Step 11 incorporates the most significant part 
of any 12 step program. Prayer and meditation. I am hopeful my 
expression of how I found meditation to help me, might help another. This 
is my story, this is my journey, and I invite you to walk with me though my 
memory of this journey. 

Sen Le, 

Mark Maxey 
10-25-2019 
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Chapters 1-14 Original Preface 


This book is dedicated to all those behind prison bars. There is a way out of 

the hell you are in. 

I also am indebted to many who helped me along the way in my own spiritual 
transformation. First, Fr. Thomas Keating, Thich Nhat llanh, my family, 
Michael G, Fred and Kent at the E.F., Michael K, Diago, Paul, Frenchie, 
Skinny Puppy, Johnathan, and to Paul O. I want to also thank Siddha Yoga, 
Oakland Ashram Prison Project Volunteers and to the Quakers with their 
Alternative to Violence volunteers. 


Most importantly thanks goes to God, who showed me He loved me when I 
thought no one else would. He also led me out of my hell. And He has given 
me a new life full of abundance. 
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Introduction 

Reprinted from Radical Grace newsletter 1998 


What a joy to read the article “Meditation in Folsom” in the 
August/September issue of Radical Grace. 1 too was in Folsom Prison, a convicted 
felon serving a six-year sentence. More importantly, I was a member-ffom its 
inception until my release in the fall of 1997-of the Contemplative Fellowship group 
featured in that article. My success on parole and in my personal life can be totally 
attributed to the meditation and disciplines I learned in this group. 

The human psyche is naturally broken down with the repressive 
environment of prison walls. Low self-esteem, negative peer pressure, and little or 
no family contact all demoralize a person’s spirit. One begins to feel abandoned by 
God and that there is no redemptive hope for the soul. My inner journey began with 
some Buddhist teachings that inspired in me a desire to somehow get right with 
God. Eventually a community volunteer introduced a small group of us to centering 
prayer meditation as taught in Open Mind, Open Fleart, by Fr. Thomas Keating, a 
Cistercian monk who truly “walks the talk.” 1 read the book and cried. Keating calls 
it “Prayer of the Heart ” because it reaches to the deepest core of our being. 

All 1 know is that the daily meditation practice prescribed by Keating 
transformed my life. Joy and happiness, the desire to live right and to fellowship 
moment by moment with God - these began to infiltrate the fabric of my being. 1 
saw gradual changes in my thinking, direction, and goals as they became more godly 
and spiritually oriented. Never before had these elements of character been present 
in my life. 

The same thing was happening to the other men in our fellowship, all 
convicted felons, all of us growing together. We were prisoners learning how to be 
free on the inside, looking forward to our Friday night group meetings. By the time I 
was paroled, we had more than sixty members; now the group has over 150 
members and is growing every day. [2009 reflects over 3000 prisoners meditating 
within over eight prisons] 

I still laugh when 1 recall the prison guards shaking their heads after peering 
in and seeing over forty to sixty men sitting silently in a circle around a small lit 
candle. In a place overrun with prejudice and mistrust, we were an extraordinary 
mixture of Blacks, Whites, Mexicans, Buddhists, Muslims, Protestants, Catholics 
and Jews and more. As we quieted our minds and began to rest in God’s love, all 
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ethnic and religious barriers broke down. A non-violent ethic began to permeate our 
fellowship. We became brothers and recognized our need to support each other in 
our journey together. Just crossing paths in the cell blocks or out in the yard was a 
blessing. 

But it hasn’t been easy. We have all had to take a hard look at the rancid 
fruit produced by our past actions including the pain and trauma we’ve caused our 
victims, their families, friends, and communities, not to mention our own families. 
But merely seeing the ugliness - even hating it and desperately wanting to change - 
is not enough to accomplish real change. The wounds are too deep. That’s exactly 
why centering prayer works; it digs down to the deepest recesses of our being - the 
unconscious - the place where real healing occurs. Keating calls it Divine Therapy. 

I’ve been out of prison for almost a year now, having returned to Oklahoma 
City where I hold a responsible job and well respected in the community. People 
who knew me before are in awe of the changes I have made, and continually 
comment on the joy and love they see in my actions. I am living proof of the 
transformation that is possible when volunteers bring contemplative meditation into 
prisons. I know the power of this ministry; so does my family, my parole officer, 
and my employer. My father said to me, “Mark, whatever you are doing, don’t ever 
stop.” My parole officer said, “Mark, I know you will never return to prison - you 
are one of the few who will beat the odds.” And I believe she is right. Because as 
long as I continue to nourish my soul every day, prayerfully quieting my mind and 
communing with my God, the desire to disrespect myself or anyone else is gone. 

If I were to talk to my brothers in Folsom Prison right now I would say this: 
Before hitting the streets, have your daily meditation practice securely in place. 
Readjusting to society after years in prison is hard enough, but losing your spiritual 
support system may weaken your daily practice. If you can’t find a weekly 
fellowship to join, begin one yourself - you only need two or three to get started. 
Your daily mediation will be more important than ever when you are released; it 
will ease the stress and give you strength to stand up to all you’ll have to face. 
Remember, communing with God each and every day is our freedom. It doesn’t 
matter where you are. This is the freedom we have all longed for. 

And to my brothers serving life sentences, the “lifers” in Contemplative 
Fellowship, I say tha nk you for reaching out to me and to so many others. You are 
clearly the cornerstone of our fellowship. You’re continually in my prayers. 
Namaste. 

Finally, to our society at large I want to say, I know we do not deserve your 
forgiveness, but please don’t give up on us. You are going to see Contemplative 
Fellowship groups like ours in more and more prisons. As this occurs, more and 
more convicts will be leaving those prisons armed not with guns and knives or 
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hatred and bitterness, but instead with a new, non-violent way of thinking and a 
daily meditation practice. For these parolees, returning to prison will not be the 
norm but the rare exception. Please support these prison ministries and the men and 
women who come out of them. Flad it not been for Contemplative Fellowship at 
Folsom, I would not be where I am today. God gave me a second chance, and my 
daily spiritual disciplines have taught me the meaning of true freedom. 

Mark D. Maxey 
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Pm Stuck in Folsom Prison 


Echoing off the granite floors and walls was the loudest clanking 
sound I had ever heard. It startled my soul down to the very core. I cringed as 
I took a gaze around to see about thirty other people inside a holding cell in 
prison. “How did I ever get myself into this situation,” I pondered quietly to 
myself. It was like a very surreal dream, which I knew I would not wake 
from until at least two years and ten months later. That was May 23, 1995 
when I was unloaded off the blue prison bus at Folsom State Prison in 
Represa, CA. All my self worth and dignity hung at my feet along with heavy 
metal chains attached to ankle handcuffs, which wrapped around my waist 
and chained to another set of handcuffs for my hands. My head spun as if I 
was on a bad drug trip. I thought back to my adolescence when I had studied 
magic tricks on our fann in Broken Arrow, OK. I knew no sleight of hand or 
trick could help me escape what was now facing me. 


Several of the other convicts waiting inside the grey dingy paint 
peeling walls of the holding cell at the notorious Folsom State Prison, I 
recognized. Several had been in the news lately. One had kidnapped an 
elderly lady and had stuffed her inside the trunk of his car in which he held 
her for several days. Another young guy had gunned down a rival gang 
member, only to have the bullets hit a group of teenagers. There was a buzz 
going around in the holding ta nk with some of the African American men 
who said the famous Rick James was housed here at Folsom. Rick James was 
a rock and roll icon that had gotten very strung out on drugs and ended up at 
Folsom. Others talked about another guy who recently was featured on one 
of those weekly television movies of the week shows. He had kidnapped 
various college girls and held them captive in a small wooden box, 
handcuffed and buried about three feet underground. I remember watching 
that movie and saying that is one person I would not ever want to meet. Yet 
my actions had created the very nightmare of placing me inside a place 
where I could come face to face with such a person. To be honest, I looked 
like an Abbott and Costello movie; I was so out of place from the looks of 
the other men. But deep down, I knew there was one thing we all shared in 
common which allowed me to see their humanness. I, myself along with 
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these other men, had acted in ways that made us lose our freedom. For the 
most part, we had created our own unreality by choosing to do things we 
should have known better than to have done. 


Now my world was smaller, confined, restricted and my life 
depended upon whether or not I could navigate myself around this 
mysterious world of life behind bars. “Who was my cell-mate going to be?” 
“When would we eat?” “How would I ever survive in the very place I never 
intended to be?” These questions were bouncing off my inner mind about one 
hundred miles an hour. 


Surrounding me were grown men in green or tan uniforms, all 
moving around barking orders to the inmate workers. They were loud, rude, 
and somewhat demeaning. But whom could I blame for being put in such a 
place? This was my karma. One by one they called our names, took our 
photos, gave us each an identification card and moved into another holding 
area. Some one in our small group began to sing the famously known country 
song by Johnny Cash, Folsom Prison Blues. “I’m stuck in Folsom Prison and 
time keeps dragging by.” How true those words would become for me during 
the next two years and ten months. 


It was then that a loud bell begun to rattle and reverberate off the 
granite walls, followed by the sound of a metal rod engaging against rusted, 
old metal tracks. “CHOW” was heard from a correctional officer and inmates 
came out of their cells walking right past us. “MMMM fish,” one of the men 
said, other comments were heard like yelling obscenities and sexual remarks 
towards those of us in the holding area. It was like a cattle call. I was hungry 
and could feel my stomach growl, but it did not matter, my mind was soaking 
in the experience playing out right in front of me. Some of the men cackled 
as they said, “They won’t last a week till they are someone’s bitch or 
shanked. Taken out in a pine box.” This made several men walking by laugh. 
Quietly to myself I said a prayer to God, or anyone listening to help me make 
through the night. If I do just that, morning might bring a better 
understanding of the situation. Right then, someone touched my shoulder and 
I about jumped out of my skin, those in the holding cell just rolled in 
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laughter. “You gonna make it little man?” a guy asked. I just nodded and 
looked through the bars holding back tears from falling down my cheek. 


It was about then that an officer came and told us to line up. It was 
just the beginning of many lines I was to follow behind for two years and ten 
months. In our lovely putrid yellow orange jumpsuits we marched down the 
grey floor with a red line for us to follow to the dining hall. Once inside, it 
was unreal. No time to look around, but I was just too nervous to eat. Yet I 
found my hand shoveling food down, for we were told we had exactly five 
minutes to eat and that was it. The dining hall in Folsom is in a caged chain 
link fence surrounding metal tables with four seats. All concrete floors with 
hard exposed granite walls that were built by inmates some time around 
1880. Above us were two officers behind chicken wire on a metal and wood 
catwalk marching back and forth with rifles slung around their shoulders like 
an old western movie. Everywhere we walked or went there usually were 
guards with rifles sneering down at us. An older lifer saw me looking, and 
said, “You better hide down below the table if that gun is fired. It just keeps 
bouncing while you pray it does not hit you.” Another lifer said, “Watch out 
for anything on your plate covered in gravy, normally the meat is rancid and 
you will die if you eat it.” Everyone within earshot laughed. It was a kind of 
laughter that left you wondering. If what was said was true and they were just 
agreeing or if it was a just a joke to strike fear in you? Either way, I did not 
eat anything for a while that was covered in gravy. 


After chow, if that is what you can call it, we were marched back 
down to Building Three for what is called Fish Row. Fish is a moniker given 
any freshly arrived inmate. You are marched and told to stand in front of a 
cell, two men to each cell. I counted thirty-three cells, five tiers; all with 
thirty-three cells, behind them is another set of five tiers with thirty-three 
cells. All grey, dingy, paint chipping and black iron bars running from the 
floor to the ceiling of the tier above you. Concrete floors, solid granite walls 
with hardly more than eight windows per side. All were caked yellow with 
years of soil and soot that prevented you seeing outside. Only visible area 
was your own six by ten-feet concrete cell and the granite wall in front of 
you. Once settled, everyone began yelling out the names of their friends, 
counties, asking for a shot of coffee or cigarettes. This meshed into a steady 
stream of loud white noise that was deafening. The tiers were then filled with 
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runner’s running back and forth taking newly arrived fish, anything and 
everything. 


After what seemed to be hours, the lights were turned off. We were 
told turn in for the night. I lay upon my bunk wondering what tomorrow 
would bring me. Pondering what decisions I had made that brought me to this 
hell. Wondering if I would be psychologically scarred from this experience. I 
just lay on my bunk with a paper-thin mattress with no pillow, looking at the 
moonlight outside from the cracked windows, realizing that outside is a 
world so different than the one I had brought myself into. Tomorrow would 
be the first day of prison life for me. Tomorrow would be another day on this 
journey that I have reluctantly but yet have to endure. I cried myself silently 
to sleep, knowing that I had finally reached the bottom. I had no one to blame 
but myself. I knew I had to find a way to crawl back up. But I was too tired 
and too overwhelmed to deal with that now. For now, I would sleep behind 
walls with a man holding a rifle walking outside my tier. In the shadows I see 
a rat running along the granite wall. I laughed; even that little creature was in 
prison. 
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Do not Pass GO, Go Directly to Jail 


In the spring of 1994 I found myself sitting inside Sacramento 
County Jail. Throughout Sacramento County Jail, each floor had three 
modular units called pods. All with two tiers of twenty something cells each 
encased with solid metal doors and a tiny slit for a window. Inside my pod 
were some of the most infamous suspects at that time. Eric Royce “The Thrill 
Killer” Leonard who had gone on repeated Tuesday night random killings 
was in the cell next to me. Across the way, was Richard Campos, the Fire 
Bomber, who had thrown several molotov cocktails into synagogues, city 
council member’s houses, and other ethnic groups’ buildings or homes. Also 
there was Loi Khac Nguyen, the Asian young man, dubbed the Good Guys 
Killer. Another recent addition was a red longhaired young man, who was 
accused of racial hate crimes. I was in a pod full of Krips, Bloods, White 
Supremacist and high profile cases. How did a country boy from Broken 
Arrow, OK end up here? 


About two weeks of being in jail and talking to my public defender, I 
knew I was not going to walk away from this. Nor would I be able to make 
bail. I finally broke down and called my sister, who was a lawyer in 
Oklahoma. When she received a collect call from the Sacramento County 
Jail, she in her own special way, knew something was wrong. She broke 
down in tears. I being in denial, at that time kept trying to speak above her. 
Telling her all this was going to be easy to walk away from. I thought I could 
bull shit my way out of yet another episode of me making monumental 
mistakes and walking away. I thought I was like Teflon... no thing would 
stick. However, all my sister could say through her tears were, “Maybe now 
you will get the help you truly need.” I did not need help. I was fine. Except 
deep down I knew I did. I was in jail, with no way out. I was facing several 
charges of lewd and lascivious charges that would not simply disappear. I 
was too much emotional at the time to see just how low I had finally become. 
I was not yet ready to look into the mirror and face the demons and ugliness I 
knew I had became. Yet I needed my family now more than ever. Deep 
inside I did not know what my family would do. I had failed again, with a 
long track record of failures behind me. And yet I was thousands of miles 
away. 
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This distance from my family allowed me to begin a long journey of 
healing which eventually brought me out of fear and hell into a life of joyful 
abundance. Simply I was too afraid to look within. Thus I began my journey 
in that spring of 1994, which led me to Folsom and finally back to 
Oklahoma. But right now I was in hell and I wanted nothing more than to 
escape the situation facing me. 


One of the first things I learned in jail that you had many hours to do 
nothing. When we were allowed out for recreation, though that tenn is 
laughable, you could walk around the room a bit bigger than a nonnal dining 
room and den combined. We had tables to play cards, or dominoes or we 
could watch television. 


I was thrown into a mix of cultures and people from all sorts of 
backgrounds. I had mistakenly thought I was better than most. I had come 
from a somewhat privileged middle class family and my mannerisms 
reflected that. This was not good as it caused quite a hurdle for me to 
overcome. Looking back at this today, I laugh. I was so blind to my actions 
or how I projected myself to others. However, at that time in my life I was 
simply lost in so many ways. Having to learn to live somewhat peacefully in 
a broad diverse cross section of persons along with the nightly news exposing 
what some of the guys were in for. I had to leam quickly how to get along, 
not to judge others, and accept them as they were. I was not as good at that in 
the spring of 1994 as I am now. But this was the beginning of my journey. 


It was also a learning experience in that the actions of the inmates 
were not as grossly inhuman as those exhibited by many of the guards. I 
remember once I saw a young black man being escorted from his cell. 
Removed to a room we used for religious programs. And from my window 
perspective on my tier I could tell that the guard was physically hitting and 
kicking this inmate. All the while the other officers looked on and did 
nothing. He was brought back to his cell all bloodied. He was not allowed to 
get medical attention. Later that night, I had a visit with my public defender 
and told him about this. I knew it was a potential civil liberties case. I wanted 
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to expose the malicious and wanton actions of corrupt officers. He basically 
said, “Look, you need to focus on your case. These types of incidents happen 
frequently here, so if you want to speak up you will be singled out like that 
young man. No one can help you then. Not me, nor your family. For all the 
officers have to say, is that you were threatening them and resisting orders.” 
Right then I knew I was not in any place I had ever been before. I had no 
experiences to equipoise all this new stimuli I was experiencing daily. In my 
mind, the actions of the officers were no different than the ones reportedly 
committed by the other inmates. The reality was that it all happened behind 
closed doors and walls. Who would accept the word of a criminal? 


Another time an African American officer dragged the longhaired 
white supremacist down the second tier stairs by his hair. His head and arms 
and body were just being pulled down the stairs like a rag doll. I remember 
my cellmate at this time said, “Man, you see what you get when you do racist 
things, and end up in jail, they take it out on you.” We talked a bit on how 
wrong the actions of the officers were, but also the actions of that young man 
had created his own reality. This would not be the last time I witnessed such 
atrocities. This also began a path for me to look deeper within, reflecting 
upon how my actions linked to the present reality of my life. I also realized 
many unseen crimes were committed in jail and prison by inmates and guards 
alike. The sad reality is that most of society does not care about humane 
treatment of persons in prisons or jails. This dichotomy hit me very hard. No 
longer would the world I live in be the same. I knew I was going to be 
changed. I didn’t know if that change would be for the better or the worse. 


I also began to see the humanity behind the inmate’s persona. I 
played cards with them. Walked around the perimeters of our pod for 
exercise with them. Ate with them and watched television with them. They 
were individuals. While I knew about the crimes they were charged with, I 
was brought face to face with the fact they were also human beings. During 
my time outside, previous to being incarcerated, I never thought of criminals 
on a personal level. In my way of unmindful thinking, I assumed they were 
bad persons beyond redemption. Never giving them a second thought. Now 
that I was living with them on a daily basis, I did have to give them a second 
thought. Even I was a criminal. Even the weirdest of all criminals, the killers, 
the mass murderers, were men who laughed, joked and treated me for the 
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most part humanely. While I am neither excusing them of their actions that 
placed them there. Nor am I saying that the rights and feelings of their 
victims are not valid. I am saying they are human. I was beginning to see past 
the facade of their projected self and seeing them in a larger sense of 
understanding them as a human being. Upon getting to know several of the 
men, and listening to their life stories, I saw hurt, rejected and abused 
persons. They never received the healing or protection they needed as 
children. That type of hurt and lack of healing led them to become the 
criminals they were now. If someone had been there for them, to protect 
them, I had to ask myself, would they ever have become a criminal? This 
dichotomy I wrestled with for many a night inside that jail. Little did I know 
that this form of contemplation of suffering would lead to my own heart 
softening and to my ultimate healing. 



Sacramento County Jail cells 
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Feeding My Soul and my Mind 


While in Sacramento County Jail, my family sent me many books to 
occupy my more than ample free time. Also a dear friend, Michael G., a few 
months before I was arrested began to teach me the practice of meditation. I 
now had the time to sit. I remember he sent me a book while in jail. I had 
begun to read it with him prior to me being in jail. A Buddhist writer named 
Ashvagosha, around the third century, wrote the book “Awakening of Faith”. 
He had also given me many of the Carlos Castaneda books about Don Juan, 
which we read together. We would then discuss them outside upon his porch 
in Sacramento until the wee hours of the morning. Prior to my arrest, I was 
living in the foothills of the Sierra Mountains upon ancient sacred land 
owned by a Christian Esoteric community. I was living much like modern 
day monastics. The books and reading my friend Michael G. had shared with 
me became very useful to me while sitting inside jail. I can’t think but that 
this was just happenstance of our crossing paths. He was really a mystic who 
helped me transform myself. I learned a lot through our dialogues while I 
was in jail. I owe a lot of dept to this man and to his friend Kent, along with 
Fred who allowed me to stay with upon that magic mountain in the Sierra 
Foothills. 


Living on that secluded mountain top prior to my incarceration in 
Sacramento County Jail, really in a way prepared me for living inside jail and 
ultimately prison. Michael G. used to remind me that the shading of the 
drama in front of me (jail cell) is no different than if I were outside. I had to 
deal with my own shit, transmute it, process it, contemplate it, and gain 
wisdom from it. Now I had more time than many others (in the free world) so 
why not take the opportunity to learn. Michael G. made me see that instead 
of looking at incarceration as a bad thing, I could view it as a positive. How I 
lived with my experience was up to me. I could either make it worthwhile, or 
I could fret it away. I could leam to see the mystical present moment or just 
stay the same. While I was not yet ready to admit my actions had placed me 
behind bars, I was beginning to see this as an opportunity the universe was 
giving me. 
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My family paid for subscriptions to magazines such as Shambhala 
Sun, and I wrote away for other Buddhist and Christian literature. One book 
that stands out very much to me is one that was sent in by the L. Ron 
Hubbard group, Criminon. It was called “The Way to Happiness”. Basically 
it taught simple character and moral conduct. It was like a light bulb went off 
inside my head while I was reading this booklet. I had begun to see how so 
much of my life before jail was filled with immoral and unloving actions or 
thoughts. So much of my previous life was mirrored by how I thought my 
father was. I came from a family that was somewhat privileged on the 
political side of things. Most of my life I had been shown to be someone 
other than what you projected out to others. And if you did not do anything 
too bad, one could use special favors from those in power to get out of almost 
anything. I was so good at analyzing anything and convincingly debating my 
way out of any infraction. I had lost my self-identity. Not just me, but my 
real SELF, my soul. I did not see black and white; everything was gray. It 
could be debated either way for one’s advantage. So basic common humane 
character traits or morals were not something I was conscious that I had. 
There was no need for that, for I was like Teflon. Power can be corrupting at 
times. As the saying goes, Absolute power corrupts absolutely. So this free 
book taught me ways to build a spiritual and moral foundation for myself. 


From the books I was reading I began to come alive inwardly. It was 
like a small fire growing inside my soul as I become aware of these ancient 
spiritual truths. I saw past the fabric of religions and begin to see the deeper 
hidden true meanings in what spiritual writers were saying. I wanted the 
truth, not religion. Not someone else’s interpretation but my own full 
understanding of the spiritual truth. Many of the bible thumpers were only 
expressing their lack of knowledge, but what came forth was they thought I 
was dealing with the devil with my studies of meditation and other spiritual 
paths. In actuality I was finding common threads of the same messages being 
said from many religions. So obviously this universal truth had to be 
important. In Psalms 46:10 it states, “Be still, and know that I am God”. 
Psalms 119:15 says, “I will meditate in thy precepts, and have respect unto 
thy ways”. But one verse that stood out the most was Proverbs 8:7 “My 
mouth shall meditate truth, and my lips shall hate wickedness”. So 
meditation was in the Bible. 
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As this verse stood out the most to me. I began to see how my mind 
and mouth (what I chose to speak about) were not good things but was rather 
unloving. I began to read about and practice meditation. I was contemplating 
these new character building truths and moral values. I was getting mail from 
Orthodox Catholic, Roman Catholic, Zen, Buddhism, Bhai’ and other free 
newsletters with spiritual writings. I didn’t care where it came from, so long 
as it made sense. My mind and heart began to soften and I was gaining the 
ability to hold a mirror to my soul and see what was hidden. I was facing my 
demons I had hidden long ago. 


One book, which pushed me over the edge on accepting my faults, 
was Chogram Trumpa’s “Meditation in Action.” This book really made sense 
to me; it was if it was written for just what I was going through at that time. 
In the book it talks about healing, and reaching deep within and dealing with 
the ugliness that prevents one from having a wide-open space for true 
spirituality. I was finally ready to look within my soul. 


I was celled at this time in a single cell. I chose to lock myself in so to 
speak. I did not eat, nor socialize or go out into the day room in the pod for 
recreation for three days. I stayed in my cell. I used this time to review all the 
facts of my hurts, disappointments, let downs, and pain. I went back to my 
earliest recollection. I reached deep into the cobwebs of my mind. From four 
years of age and up till my present age of thirty-two. 


I was learning how these past hurts and pain and allowing them to 
stay in our memory keep us from experiencing true freedom in our spiritual 
development. By hanging on to these memories and allowing them to fester, 
become like a cancer growing upon our soul. It gives us reason to be angry. It 
gives us the reason to treat others unloving. It gives us pennission allow our 
speech to become mean and nasty. The pain we never allowed to heal, 
becomes the dysfunction that permits our actions to be harmful for others. 
Until one is able to heal those memories, they keep us in a cycle of fear, hurt 
and hell. Some of our actions are unconscious to us. Other times it has 
become so familiar to us that we are truly blind to seeing our actions inflict 
more pain onto others. To finally begin ridding ourselves of these memories 
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and the attachment they hold within our mind and heart, will eventually give 
more space for true divine spiritual love. 


When I emerged from my three days of gut wrenching replaying of 
those memories I had been holding onto I felt refreshed. I felt the water 
falling down upon me in the shower as if all my pains and hurts were also 
being washed clean. Those three days were full of emotional crying that just 
leaves you wrenching and your stomach cramping. I wanted to quit many 
times. I was either going to die in my cell working to become free once and 
for all, or I would emerge anew. That was my determination. I struggled to 
give voice or explain to another person what I had been through. How I now 
felt cleansed by this new spiritual experience. I was unable to find the words 
to explain it. It transcended all known adjectives of description, it was truly 
transcending. 


I was in a new state of mind. However it would be years later that I 
could reflect on this as just the mere beginning of my spiritual journey. The 
weekend was here and I wanted to get caught up with the news, television 
shows and just relax with the guys. I had been absent from all of these for 
three days. Monday was a court date. Unbeknownst to me, it would prove to 
be just another of many hills for me to climb. 


20 



Wellbriety with my Yuchi Traditions 

Realizing I Created This Mess 

Monday was one of many preliminary hearings as this was the nonnal 
routine for past six months. You get an early rise, breakfast and to be then 
transferred down to a holding cell in the basement. This is next to the courts 
to wait till I met with my attorney. You would be down there for a minimum 
of four hours or as long as eight hours in a ten foot by ten foot holding cell 
with anywhere from five to fifteen other inmates from our pods. We had 
nothing to read, nothing to do, no television, no radio, just us sitting and 
waiting in idleness. 


When my attorney finally arrived, I was told that today the District 
Attorney would be presenting his final preliminary findings. He would also 
request a detennined prison sentence. I had already kn own that I would more 
than likely be accepting a plea bargain, as I knew I was guilty. The news 
from my attorney immediately charged my anger and I exploded. “What do 
you mean all you could get from him was a thirty years sentence. That is not 
a plea deal but is a bribe with the devil. Hell no! That I won’t sign up for,” 
was what I shouted to my attorney through a solid glass window with just a 
few holes drilled in so we could communicate. He told me this was just the 
first of many offers that would be coming. It’s like a legal game, which can 
takes months or even years to finally get what is acceptable. I had no clue; 
this was my first brush with the law to this extent. We went to court, listened 
to the findings from the DA, and then I was put back into the holding ta nk to 
wait again to be taken up to my cell. My attorney came back to talk to me, 
and explained now it was his turn to investigate and present his preliminary 
findings to the DA and courts. This would take at least three months maybe 
more. 


Riding high from my previous weekend’s spiritual renewal I was 
crushed and thinking how I could ever deal with thirty years behind bars in a 
prison. It was as if my life did not matter, my dreams, my existence and 
chance to prove what my life could become did not matter. I was again 
depressed, even at times wishing I would just die. I was losing my will to 
live. I was not suicidal I just did not want to live any more if it meant for me 
to be away from those I love, my dreams, aspirations for thirty plus years. 
Again came thoughts of “how did I ever get to this point ” that I could hurt 
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another person in grossly criminal way that my sentence could be thirty-six 
years. 


Back in my cell, I cried, wept tears of fear, loathing and 
self-depreciating. I didn’t even want to make my weekly calls to my parents 
or sister or friend Michael G. What I did not know was how much love and 
support my family were really giving me. It was out of my sight in many 
ways. My attorney came to visit me a few days later stating that my father 
was concerned that I had not called him after my Monday court date. My dad 
respected my dealing with the news but wanted to talk to me. And he had 
been calling my attorney about every day at least twice a day since he found 
out that I was in jail. I was shocked. I was also hurt that my actions had 
caused this pain to be visited upon my family. With that thought came 
another spiritual breakthrough. 


My actions caused great pain and hurt to another human being and 
their family. That hit my gut like a sack of potatoes being swung into my 
stomach. My actions, my words, my thoughts had caused another great 
suffering. I had not even thought of my victim in such a manner. This pain I 
felt fueled my fire to grow spiritually so I could know I would never hurt 
another soul again. So many repercussions are there from such unloving 
actions, not to mention the legal repercussions. When we inflict suffering 
onto another not only do they suffer, but we suffer too. You reap what you 
sow. That is called karma. Man, did I ever screw up to the max this time. 
And the repercussions may just take away my life for the duration of my 
adult years. And on that note, my actions may cause another (my victim) 
severe pain and suffering for years to come. How did I ever get so low in my 
decision-making process to where my actions were unloving to a creation of 
God? This thought I sat with for many years to come and still to this day I am 
reminded how my actions have immediate results upon others. My actions 
are either loving and a positive thing, or they are unloving and cause much 
suffering for others including myself. There is enough pain in this world, and 
I wanted to start making decisions that brought forth love and peace and not 
suffering. 
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I broke down and called my father that night. He was almost in tears, 
not because of the court hearing, but that I was not calling him as often as I 
could. He reassured me we would as a family work our way through this. But 
what was important is that I remain in contact with my family. They wanted 
to give me love, support and help me stay focused. Even though my actions 
that placed me in jail were unloving, my family struggled to make it loud and 
clear to me that I was loved. They wanted to be there even though they were 
thousands of miles away from California. My family back home in 
Oklahoma was rallying to make sure I had the best support they could offer. 
They wanted me to call often as I could so they could keep my mind focus on 
change, to focus on happy thoughts.. .and would worry when I became silent. 
It is hard without the emotional support for someone in prison or jail to take 
on the task of changing. Support is essential. 


Time to regroup and get my mind focused. If I were training for a 
fight I would be working out every day. For me to be of any help to my legal 
counsel, then I had best begin my spiritual training. For after all, I could not 
go back in time and fix my bad actions. All I could do now was to move 
forward. To do this in such a way that would benefit others and myself. I 
knew I would have to answer to the courts for my bad behavior, and I would 
have to ultimately accept the best offer I could get. But crying, and worrying, 
or spending my time in anger would not help anyone. It would not serve me 
well in preparing for the transformation I so wanted and desired in my heart. 
Time to become a warrior. 


My friend Michael G. had sent me in a small book of the “Way of 
Chung Tzu”. I took to heart all those conversations reflecting on the life 
lessons in the Don Juan books. I had some of the preliminary tools in my 
possession to become a warrior, but I had to discipline myself with my 
spiritual training. 


I begun to wake early in the morning, eat my breakfast and then get 
back into my cell for some reading. I tried to keep a journal and reviewing 
the lessons I was learning. I would read, take notes, and then write about 
what I had read in my journal. I was soaking in everything I was learning and 
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making sure I kept a daily review. I wanted to commit what I was learning to 
memory. 


One of my readings led me to the Buddha’s Eight Fold Path. The 
Noble Eightfold Path explains a way to end suffering, as Siddhartha Gautama 
taught. It is a practical guideline to ethical and mental development. It’s goal 
is to free the individual from attachments and delusions. It finally leads to 
understanding the truth about all things. Together with the Four Noble Truths 
it constitutes the elements of Buddhism. Much emphasis is put on the 
practical aspect, because it is only through practice that one can attain a 
higher level of existence. The eight aspects of the path are not to be 
understood as a sequence of single steps, instead they are highly 
interdependent principles that have to be seen in relationship with each other. 
They are symbiotically intertwined with each other. 


The Four Noble Truths are that, (1) Fife means suffering, (2) The 
origin of suffering is attachment, (3) The cessation of suffering is attainable, 
(4) There is a path of ending suffering. The Noble Eightfold Path states that, 
(1) Right Understanding, (2) Right Intention, (3) Right Speech, (4) Right 
Action, (5) Right Fivelihood, (6) Right Effort, (7) Right Mindfulness, and (8) 
Right Concentration. 

These two elements are part of the foundation of Buddhism; it also 
mirrors the esoteric teachings of Christ. Christ came to free the captives, to 
heal the sick. It is by exercising spiritual practices and changing our mindset 
that allow us to evolve into a transformed person. Sometimes hearing things 
from a fresh source (Buddhism) allows one of faith (Christian) to fully 
understand what hidden meanings Jesus talked about. Whatever your faith 
may be, Buddhist readings help you understand and apply your faith more 
meaningfully. 
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Rebuilding my Character and Morals 

My thoughts from studying the Four Noble Truths and the Eightfold 
Path were in my journal I was keeping at that time. I was raised a Southern 
Baptist, and around age ten my family became Lutheran. Sometime in our 
college life, both my sister and I become Roman Catholic. I was pretty much 
open-minded as our mother and father raised us to be. We would analyze and 
talk about complex spiritual nature during my youth. We would try to find 
the common denominator in what we were dialoguing about. Divine truth is 
divine truth; no one holds leverage over the other. I remember hearing what 
the Dali Lama once said, “When Buddha walked the earth he was not a 
Buddhist, and when Christ walked the earth, he was not a Christian. With all 
my readings I was doing in jail, I began to see some very common threads 
that anyone could use to strengthen their faith, no matter what religion they 
choose. After all it just beliefs. The practice is what lies beyond the beliefs. 
Outside of the box so to speak. 


The first of the Noble Truths is that life means suffering. What did 
this mean to me? If my faith is accurate, then I was created in God’s image, 
which meant I was spirit. So living on earth meant suffering to some degree. 
Because spirits trapped in a human form means suffering to some extent. 
Looking back at what I had learned from revisiting my past, I began to see 
how much of life was suffering in one form or another. The second Noble 
Truth is the origin of suffering is attachment. I was waking up to this truth. 
The pain and suffering I endured as a child resulted in my keeping those 
memories fresh, or alive in my mind’s memory. Keeping those thoughts of 
pain and suffering as vivid in my mind's eye as they were at the time it 
happened, meant my attachment to them was causing me suffering. The third 
Noble Truth meant that I had the power within me to cease that suffering. 
The fourth Noble Truth reaffirms that there is a way out of the suffering. 


Jesus said in John 10:10, “The thief cometh not, but for to steal, and 
to kill, and to destroy. I am come that they may have life, and may have it 
more abundantly,”. What is abundant life except that which is free of 
suffering? My lower self (ego) tries to keep me from my abundance (higher 
self). I think I am beginning to see how Christ’s words are a foundation that 
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has common threads of truth flowing through other religions and faiths. It is 
not the messenger we should be focused upon but rather the message. 


The Eightfold Path is full of similarities of what Jesus taught. To have 
right understanding is that I must replace my (ego) self-thinking and replace 
it with a more loving and accepting view of others. Am I trying to become 
more “religious” appearing or end the suffering by seeking the truth? What is 
my intention? Right speech is that I speak of love, peace and the end of all 
suffering. My speech should not cause others or myself suffering. Right 
action means all I do, how I act, work, behave is quantified by the 
understanding that all I do should end my suffering and others. All other 
types of action are only causing more suffering for others and myself. Right 
livelihood means that my job and how I earn money should not cause 
suffering to others or myself. Right effort is the energy I use to get things 
done. Is it helpful in freeing others and myself from suffering? Or is it 
causing suffering? Right mindfulness means that I am present in the present 
moment only. Right concentration is about how I use my mind and 
contemplation. Is it helpful in freeing others and myself from suffering? Is it 
causing more suffering for others and myself? 


So by my applying the Noble Four Truths with the Eightfold Path, 
then my life becomes one of ending suffering for others and myself. This 
same thought is echoed in Romans 12:2, “And be not conformed to this 
world; but be reformed in the newness of your mind, that you may prove 
what is the good, and acceptable, and perfect will of God.” Colossians 3:2 
says, “Mind the things that are above, not the things that are upon the earth.” 
I had to ask myself what is good? What does it mean to be conformed to this 
world? What does it mean to be reformed in the newness of my mind for me 
to prove what is good? 


After much thought and prayer, I did come to see how applying the 
Four Noble Truths and the Eightfold Path was needed in my spiritual 
transformation. I was on a journey that would in some ways be for the rest of 
my life. And I had to replace all the bad suffering thoughts with new positive 
and non-suffering thoughts. 
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What brought me to jail was my own suffering, which evolved from a 
series of actions that caused suffering to others. And to that point, my 
suffering now in jail was due to my own wrong actions, wrong speech, 
wrong views, and wrong intentions. My suffering caused me to inflict more 
suffering onto others. My victims suffered. My family suffered. And taxes 
had to be paid to pay for my jail and prison time, which could have been used 
to help others more in need. My actions caused many others to suffer. I was 
thankful that I knew there was a path to end this suffering. I wanted nothing 
more than to start on that path. And the path happened to be the jail I was 
presently in. 


Looking back over my life, I began to see a pattern of attachment to 
pain and suffering. Allowing that suffering to overtake my thinking, 
daydreams, and actions. What I did to others was a way of unleashing myself 
from the pain and suffering I had been exposed to. That is wrong action, but I 
saw now how each part plays into the part of the next. It is a cycle. The cycle 
of suffering. And Jesus said he came to set the captives free and let them 
experience life more abundantly. The challenge was to end my cycle of 
attachment to my suffering. And look for the truth in my transfonnation. 


Meditation proved to be a useful tool for this. In a later chapter I will 
share on how Fr. Thomas Keating explains the psychological benefits of 
meditation. The more we meditate the more crud breaks away from our heart. 
Thus we are open for a fresh new area of our heart to invite divine love in. 
Divine love then grows stronger in our hearts. We begin to express divine 
love. But meditation is a shortened path to enlightenment. For that I am 
living proof. So are many others that have done this before me. And a lot of 
them did it while they were in prison. 
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What A Wild Ride 


It was soon that more changes challenged my growth. The experience 
of jail and ultimately prison proved to be my lessons in learning these 
spiritual truths. Each episode or experience opened yet another avenue for 
learning. It was like jail and prison became a school. While this is what I 
think our forefathers had hoped for in making prisons, for the most part the 
prison system in America today is just to warehouse the inmates. It does not 
provide adequate opportunities in bettering oneself, and for that matter 
obtaining the spiritual training needed to be truly free from their bad choices. 
One has to do the work for their self. One has to seek it out for it is not 
openly provided for in our prison systems, which is very sad. It is like our 
society just wants to rid themselves of persons acting inappropriately, instead 
of finding the root cause of their actions and helping them change that. 


Had it not been for the kind support from my family, friends, and 
countless publishers and organizations that sent me books, I don’t think I 
would or could have rehabilitated myself. For that I will ever be grateful. 
And in a chapter to come later, this humbleness for my own transfonnation 
will show itself again with the work I currently do for others that are 
incarcerated. 


One thing jail and prison does to persons is demoralize and attempt to 
break them down on so many different levels, which in some ways can be 
attributed to the many prisoners dealing with depression and other mental 
issues. To start with, while you are in jail, all visits are behind thick glass 
walls. There is no human touch allowed between the inmates and the visitor. 
Even with your attorney, everything is behind glass. When you go to court 
and return you are strip searched and made to do things no human should 
have to. However, due to the availability of introducing contraband into the 
secured facility you can understand some of the procedures. 
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You have no rights to anything while you are in custody. The officers 
go through and do periodic cell searches and you come back from your court 
day to find all your belongings on the floor. Sometimes your journal or 
records keeping files are missing. I was quick to note that anything to do with 
your case should not be written down. While in jail you could have your own 
notes confiscated and be turned over to the District Attorney. While this is 
not supposed to happen, it frequently does. The system is flawed, but again, I 
had no one to blame but myself for being put in such a place. You kind of 
leam the ropes to the system as you go along. 


One time, an inmate who was mad, and wanted to stir up crap, which 
is an element in jail, had scratched a rather veiled threat on the bottom of his 
dinner tray. There were those who did not want to go along with the program. 
Unbeknownst to us, the message caused quite an alarm for the officers. 
While we never found out the true message of what was conveyed, the 
repercussions lasted for us three days. The next three days, the extraction 
squad came into our pod. Each and every cell was thoroughly searched, 
destroying most of the belongings of the inmates. The drug dogs were 
brought in, and those with excessive commissary were written up and the 
food destroyed. All this proved to no avail, as no weapons, drugs or notes 
had any information that warranted such a disarray of our pod units. As it 
turns out the inmate who had scratched something on his tray, was just angry 
and took out his anger on all of us. When this was found out the officers were 
just as angry. So for the next two days, at all hours of the day, squad training 
took place inside our pod. They used the flash pop bang grenades. They also 
had rifles with little rubber balls hitting our walls and doors. No one got any 
rest or sleep for days. 


While this is not the norm, it did prove how others and their actions 
could cause you problems. How we respond to that either can bring peace or 
keeps the chaos going. Many of the other inmates were mad and their anger 
controlled their actions and speech. The mood for days inside our pod was 
tense. This experience showed me how we can play into our anger or choose 
to just let be in the past. 

From my early readings of “Awakening of Faith” taught me to use the 
mantra when approaching meditation as, “the past is hazy as a dream, the 
present is like lightning, and the future is like clouds rising up suddenly.” We 
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spend so much of our mental energy replaying the past over and over again. 
The past is that, it has nothing to do with the present moment. Replaying the 
past also fuels our emotions and keeps us locked in our past. It also can feed 
the fire of our anger. And then all that energy that is stored in us has to come 
out either in angry speech or angry actions. 


While incarcerated, one has to be in control instead of allowing the 
situation to control us. How we respond to the present moment dictates how 
our center of balance is affected. Are the scales equal and still? Or are they 
tipping to the right or left? We can’t control the actions of others, but most 
certainly can control how we respond to the present moment and others. 


It is so easy while incarcerated to allow the exterior circumstances to 
control your mental energies. I did, and I felt miserable. I was angry, edgy, 
and was not a good person to be around. All that negative energy permeated 
my presence. It was like this cloud of angriness floated out about four feet in 
front of me, warning others to stay away. When I learned I could through 
meditation practices, focus only on the present moment, and not allow my 
mind to think of the past or future, I was more centered and calm. It also 
provided me the state of mind to navigate around prison where I did not get 
caught up in the drama. 


There are times too the officers played head games with you, doing 
all they can to push your buttons. The other inmates also try to push your 
buttons. If you are in a calm and balanced state, then your reactions are not 
what they had hoped for. If you can do this, they seem to move on to another 
person to help them get the response they desire. If you play into the games, 
then you get caught up with the games. You get lost with the chaos and 
confusion. Then that energy is part of your inner space, which only keeps 
you wrapped up in illusions. This prevents true spirit to exist. Learning to 
use meditation to control your thoughts keeps you balanced. It also helps you 
do your time your way, instead of being a pawn in others games. 
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How you spend your time is your business. I learned from other lifers 
and others who had been in prison before, the best thing one can do is have 
their own program. And stick to yourself. If you have your own program, you 
don’t get played. You don’t get caught up in the games, which can cause 
even more suffering for yourself and others. 


Some of the ones I saw who did not have the balance of mind caused 
more harm to themselves. They either did what others mandated or allowed 
their anger to get the best of them. On several occasions their actions caused 
them to get more time added to their sentence. Then their anger increased, 
and it became what seemed to be a never-ending cycle of suffering. This 
cycle kept their minds from seeing past the illusions. The illusions they were 
living which were sadly created by themselves. 


Around the late spring of 1995 there was talk in the news of a long 
unsolved case possibly coming to an end and being solved. They had arrested 
a woman who was accused of murdering her daughters about ten years prior. 
Her son was transferred from Arizona State Prison to testify in the case. He 
was housed with us in our pod. He brought in some knowledge that was 
respected by many in our pod. For the most part, some of the ones fighting 
their cases were first time inmates. Thus their knowledge of what to expect 
and how to live in prison was not their forte. This young man, Robert Knorr, 
had been down for several years. So we all talked to him and used him like 
one would use an encyclopedia. 


Through the weeks there was information leaked to local media. As 
well Knorr’s interviews with local media became fodder for us to discuss in 
the pod. The spiritual readings I was doing made me see how sad this 
situation was. I began to see this cycle of early suffering by children that 
affects them the rest of their life. I was seeing how the truths when and if 
applied could change things for the better, but when left unchecked would 
create this etheric cycle of suffering and dysfunction that robs persons of an 
abundant life. I began to see this as I listened to Knorr or read of his 
interviews. 
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Again, going back to the Four Noble Truths, there is a path that can 
lead to cessation of suffering. One of the first decisions one has to make is 
whether he wants freedom or to remain in the cycle of suffering. When I 
talked to others about what I was doing, I always respected where they were 
coming from. As well I respected what their tolerance level was. Everyone 
will awake at some point, but not at the same time as others. You’ve got to 
respect others and the decisions they make for their own life. We get caught 
up in the wrong cycle when we allow our minds to judge or quantify others 
state of being. All we are responsible for in this life is our own life... no one 
else’s, just ours. But there is a path that leads to the end of all suffering. For 
me during my time in jail and prison I worked on freeing myself from the 
cycle of suffering. It can happen, and it did happen. But it was not an 
overnight process and still to this day there are areas of my life, which I still 
work on freeing. 


Once you go through the cleansing state, such as I did when I took 
three days in my cell to review my whole life, you begin to awake more. It 
brings an awareness of the cycles when they happen. There is an awareness I 
had that was never before present in my life. 


When we listened to the life of Knorr I was saddened that as a young 
kid he was subjected to abuse, both physical and mental. This shaped how he 
would act as an adult. That suffering he endured ultimately cost him his 
freedom to enjoy life on the outside. 
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Enduring 


It was around mid-April of 1995 that my attorney was able to work a 
deal with the District Attorney that was agreeable with all parties involved. I 
was given a six-year sentence with time served. Basically I had just less than 
two years in state prison. Also the time in county jail had given me the time 
needed to begin the process of my spiritual transformation. I had grown to 
incorporate a healthier character and moral code that I wanted in my life. I 
remember what one inmate had said about our present way of thinking. Our 
best thinking got us into jail, so we had to change our thinking process to be 
successful once released. That was some very useful advice. 

This places us back to the first chapter with my arrival at Folsom 
Prison. Prison life is much different than jail. You have access to yard time; 
you spend more time out of your cell and a broader base of people to interact 
with. A dear friend in Sacramento who had done time before helped me see 
the advantage of listing my nationality as American Indian. I was a member 
of my tribe and had participated in our tribal ceremonies and customs most of 
my life. When I got to prison I saw then the importance of this advice. Your 
circle of friends depends on your race and how that race interacts with the 
other races inside. It is strange and awkward but one has to realize that prison 
is different than real life. You just have to follow it or it can and will cause 
you much suffering. 


In some ways I thought my new way of thinking would benefit the 
masses in prison. But the reality is that sometimes it is best to adapt, follow 
the rules, and do your own program. As well, it’s the lifer’s house and you 
should respect the codes they have set up to live by. Especially if it does not 
hann another and cause you to do things you know are wrong. Respect goes 
a long way in prison. Show respect and you get respect back. 


In prison, rather than jail, you could at that time smoke in your cell, 
make coffee and have real food items you can cook. Cooking in prison is not 
easy unless you have a stinger (submersion heater instrument) to warm your 
water. In the first few weeks, one just rolls up a wad of toilet paper with a 
hollow area in the middle and use it as one would use a stemo can to heat up 
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your water. Your cooking pot of choice is an empty can of Bugler tobacco 
with a metal bottom. It was nice to be able to eat, drink coffee and smoke a 
cigarette on your own bunk. Prison life is so much better than jail. That is 
why some just hurry the process so they can leave jail early and finish their 
time in prison. 


Routine for me was not as fast as I would have liked it. But it is what 
it is. Luckily in some ways my typing skills were such that I landed a job as a 
clerk in a few months. The guys I worked around were cool and somewhat 
reminded me of college fraternity friends. There was an instant bond since 
we were all inmates. We looked out for each other. It was nice to have a daily 
routine which helps pass the time. I had afternoon and early evening shift in 
Three building. Trying to occupy my daytime was a challenge at first. 
Waking up at 5:30AM and then back to bed to sleep. I normally stayed up till 
midnight or 1 am. Finally I found a rhythm that worked for me. 


Once settled in, I began my routine, which for me was reading in the 
morning, yard time at noon, meditation in the afternoon then work. At night I 
journaled what I had read that day and wrote letters before hitting the sack at 
night. Being a clerk had it privileges. I did not have to have a cellmate unless 
I wanted one. I stayed to myself and just kept my routine for a few months. 
One morning I did notice a new worker on the floor crew, which was 
responsible for cleaning, waxing and upkeep of Building Three. We talked a 
few times and his energy seemed interesting for some reason. I can’t put it 
quite into words but something about his energy matched what I knew would 
help pass the time. 


His name was Johnathan, and as it turned out, he had been 
incarcerated since age eleven. In some ways he had become institutionalized 
but had a happy go lucky attitude. He also played guitar and since music was 
part of my past, I knew we could pass time playing and singing. At the time I 
did not know what a blessing it was to have him as a cellmate and we still to 
this day remain friends. In some ways we both were good for each other in 
that we brought learning experiences to each other. 


34 



Wellbriety with my Yuchi Traditions 


At first, Johnathan was very involved in the Protestant church group, 
and in many ways thought my mix of Catholic faith with Buddhism thrown 
in was of the devil. Several times our discussions got out of hand in a 
comical sort of way. The other convicts on our tier would tease us about our 
late into the morning holy wars. He provided me the means to test my faith 
and leam that I really commit to memory my newfound spiritual truths. We 
got to the point where we debated but did not argue. This helped me in the 
way to round out what I really believed and how the truth I was learning 
could be applied to anyone. Although Johnathan at the time would make fun 
of me with my disciplines and rituals, in later years he came around to see the 
value in them. For me, once I paroled, I never went back to prison. Johnathan 
on the other hand kept coming back. He still struggles with temporary visits 
in prison for a short amount of time. Although, as he has told me recently, the 
meditation and practices I did when we were cellmates, have helped him 
grow spiritually now. So in some ways our time as cellmates was a planting 
of the seed sort of thing for him, which harvested later in his life. 


One aspect to our being cellmates is his family originally came from 
Oklahoma. We were more like brothers than strangers. We talked about our 
plans after paroling, our families and talked about our younger years. We 
shared similar issues that we still both were working on to heal. Those talks 
and sharing helped us to bond in a way that allowed us to see each other and 
for that matter other inmates as works in progress. 


Our time in our cells was to us our home away from home. We 
played music, had a radio, or talked. We treated each other as best friends. 
This helped in passing our time as it went quicker and was not filled with 
negative energy or fights. Many of the other inmates would have issues with 
their cellmates and were always moving new people in. Johnathan I 
compromised in a lot of ways and tolerated the small things that could get on 
our nerves. We only really argued over the more important issues. 


I remember one Halloween, with me as a clerk; Johnathan sometimes 
ran on my juice card (juice is tenn for power or privileges granted to some in 
prison) and would run the tiers at night when I was working. He never really 
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caused any problems but he would “escape” from the cell lockdowns at night 
and run the tiers. One Halloween, he sat on our washing bucket (ten gallon 
white tub) and was passing out candy to all who passed our cell. Officer 
Mica came by and Johnathan said, “Let me guess you are dressed up as a 
cop.” Everyone on the tier around earshot of that laughed, Officer Mica did 
not. That's just how Johnathan was. We both knew we were in prison, but 
that thought did not keep us from being like college boys having fun. As I 
said it really helped pass the time and helped take the edge off the realities of 
being in Folsom Prison. 


I know all this may sound like a normal life but there was plenty 
going on that made us fully aware of the reality of what prison life was like. 
The countless times two of the races would jump off against each other 
ending in a melee of fighting and gunfire from the guards. This brought 
reality back home for us quickly. Many times the fights were over small 
things but some were really complex issues that caused the Mexicans to be 
locked down for three months. Some of our tier mates were Latinos. We felt 
helpless over us getting to go out to eat in the dining hall, go to yard and 
other privileges we had. 


One time one incident really touched us both in a deep way. 
Johnathan was really a decent guitar player. He would play with a circle of 
musicians on the yard at night and during the day when he had a day off. One 
of the fellow guitarists become a very close friend to Johnathan and treated 
me with much respect. In return we both treated him with equal respect. We 
never really ever got involved with the day to day or what programs the 
person was involved with. Many lifers have a sort of hustle or thing they are 
known for to earn a few extra canteen items. Steve’s hustle was his wife 
bringing him heroin in balloons. He would swallow them in the visiting room 
and then sell the drugs later. We did not judge him nor did we talk about it, 
we just let people do their own program and stick to ours. That’s the code, 
keep to yourself and don’t get involved in other’s business. The last time 
Steve visited his wife, one of the balloons busted inside his stomach. This 
was while he was just sitting in the visitation room. We were told he turned 
various shades of colors on his face and then just fell over dead. It was one of 
the moments in prison when everyone was just quiet and somber. This really 


36 



Wellbriety with my Yuchi Traditions 


shook up Johnathan, as they were good friends. It was an up close and 
personal experience for me in showing me just how quick wrong actions can 
backfire. To be truly successful, one must be diligent in keeping focused on 
right actions and right livelihood. Rest in Peace Steve, you were one great 
guitar player. This would be one of several deaths that affected many of us 
while in Folsom. 


Another time Johnathan and I just had one of those days that we both 
should not have been talking to each other. We ended up fighting like 
schoolboys inside a ten-foot by six-foot cell. We both were laughing by the 
end of the fight, but I was bleeding. Without thinking, I grabbed my sheet 
from my bed and wiped it off. In prison you never want to wipe blood on 
your shirt, pants or anything of state issue for someone will find it and there 
will be an investigation. I hollered for a clerk who was on the tier that was 
friends with Johnathan. I told him to throw the sheet away and get it off the 
tier immediately. Well he threw it down to the laundry cart. Just when an 
officer was walking by a white sheet with huge fresh blood stains fell in front 
of him. Naturally he had to investigate. Tier by tier, cell by cell a quick walk 
through was done by eight guards. Naturally in prison, someone will say 
something and they converged on our cell. We both were escorted out, 
searched our cells thoroughly, and I mean thoroughly searched. We both 
were taken to the nurse on duty, ordered to strip. She searched us for any 
signs of a fight. Luckily it was my head that was hit, and for some odd reason 
they did not search either Johnathan’s head or mine. We naturally were 
released back to our cell but not before Sergeant Bair said he would one way 
or the other get Johnathan and me and get us to the hole. That day never 
came, but I can tell you, there were many opportunities for that to happen, 
Johnathan and I just watched each others back and made sure we kept to our 
stories. 


Another time we had to cell sit for a friend of ours baby kitten while 
he went away for three days for some medical tests. Johnathan and I kept this 
furry little kitten in our cell. And for the most part away from the knowledge 
of the officers. It was really nice to have something so small to take care of. 
In some ways, having an animal is kind of nice to break the routine. That 
little creation from God kept us cheerful and happy for three days. One night 
when I was at work, my Lieutenant raised his little window to ask me how 
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the cat was doing? I was a bit shocked. I said, “I don’t have a cat.” He said 
well if I did, I might want to loan him out for a few hours that evening. I 
immediately went up to my cell and did just that. Within a few minutes of 
course my cell was searched and no cat was to be found. The officers were a 
bit miffed, but just carried on as if it that was that. Luckily the next morning 
our friend returned and we gave him his cat back. All was well. 


In prison life is like life on the outside. It is what we make of it. It is 
our choices that determine our future and our present state of mind. I still 
struggle today with some things, I am blessed that they are smaller than the 
bigger ones I had to tackle in prison. What I hope to convey with some of the 
stories here and especially this chapter, is that I am human. I still make 
mistakes; I made mistakes as I learned to expand my spiritual lessons. A 
friend recently said, “That is why this is called a practice.” We practice our 
faith, we practice our growth, and it is every evolving. There is always 
change. This is just a documentation of part of my journey. I am still on my 
journey and will continue till I take my last breath. 

My mom was very faithful to help assist and support me while I was 
in prison. I got regular mail in with stamps and store bought greeting cards 
from her. My cards were my hustle and I sold them to add to my canteen 
stock. During Christmas, since I was classified as Native American, I was 
able to do things most weren’t able to. I always gave the shot callers about 20 
Christmas cards with stamps to pass out to their fellow inmates in fish row. 
So their families would at least get a card from them that year. Asians, 
American Indians, African American, Latinos and Whites shot callers were 
given these gifts each year. At first they did not know how to take this, but in 
time the genuineness of my offer really helped show many just how I was. I 
also got a lot of respect from the lifers and others for this. 
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Spiritual Priorities 


For the most part, life just rolled by, week-by-week, day-to-day. I was 
very active in the Catholic church and joined the men there in great 
dialogues. I was riding high on my job as a clerk, and not pushing the juice 
card above what I knew would be tolerated. Others and myself were just 
doing our work, and passing time the best way possible. 


One of the projects we started at the Catholic church was dividing up 
the rosary into part of ten decades. Assigning a decade to each volunteer and 
praying that decade everyday. We did this in unison with others worldwide 
as part of a Rosary prayer chain. This was a pivotal moment for me. It 
showed me how as inmates, even behind bars, we could unite in common 
good and do something collectively for the good. The organizing of this 
project helped move me towards my next project which would literally 
change the lives of many at Folsom. Even to the point that this next project 
still is affecting inmates to this day, some almost twelve years later. 


The Rosary decade project did get some press in some international 
Catholic newsletters. This positive stroke was helpful for the men, and 
encouraged them to continue to do things that helped others. It helped them 
grow with empathy for their own spiritual transfonnation. 


As I stated before so much of how you’re treated by some officers is 
like a sentence above and beyond your original sentence. They seem to 
derive joy out making things harder or more demeaning to the inmates. So 
any positive strokes or activities to do which can bring personal self-esteem 
is always welcomed to prisoners. One such positive thing was a Friday 
morning and Monday afternoon Catholic study group. Our volunteer was a 
free man called Michael K. He was so pure and full of light and love. Most of 
these talks were about how we all were the same. That as prisoners we were 
dealing with issues we were trying to overcome, and he reassured us that 
people on the outside were dealing with similar issues. He did not treat us as 
an object of loathing, but freely gave us his time to help us worship in a way 
that showed us we all are divine children of God. 


39 



Mark Maxey 


His talks centered on opening up space within ourselves for the 
Holiness of God. Yet his approach helped us broadened our awareness in 
finding God within anything. He used to bring in oversized enlargements of 
the Calvin and Hobbs comic strip. These tools helped opened up dialogue 
with about eight to fifteen men each session. He would give practical, 
everyday examples on how we might invite God into our innennost being. In 
so many ways the presentations by Michael K. paralleled the studies and 
books I was reading. I remember we struck up an instant kinship and would 
discuss such things as what I was studying in class during our smoke breaks. 


Throughout the years of late fall 1995 and Spring 1996 Michael K. 
and I would talk about various aspects of his lessons and how they hinted at 
meditation but did not come right out and talk about meditation. He was 
testing the waters to see if anyone would be interested in strictly a meditation 
group. Sometime around early spring 1996 while discussing a conference he 
attended in which Thich Nhat Hanh had spoken, he asked me if the guys 
would be open to a purely meditation instruction class. I was excited for that 
is what I wanted, so I said yes. The Monday afternoon class really did not 
take to the class and we both were stumped. We both were not yet ready to 
give up, but knew we had to find others that were interested in meditation. 


A dear fellow clerk, and Catholic, was my friend Diago. I asked him 
on the probabilities of finding others interested in a meditation class. He was 
interested and asked if he could talk to a few lifers on what could be done. 
He spoke with several other lifers, Paul and Frenchie. These lifers with me, 
the short termer and outside volunteer Michael K., were about to witness a 
miracle. The lifers talked amongst themselves and had been interested in a 
contemplative fellowship. Each of them had studied for years various paths 
and religions that embraced contemplation as a method for spiritual 
awakening. As well, it would prove to be the lifers, Paul, Frenchie, and 
Diago who helped frame the way this sort of fellowship could exist in prison 
and be successful. Within a few weeks we were ready to have a discussion 
with our Catholic chaplain. Michael K. along with the four lifers and myself 
in the upstairs balcony of Greystone Chapel met. The group would be inmate 
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ran, with a sponsor, Michael K., under the Catholic programs. We all decided 
the best approach would be Centering Prayer written by Fr. Thomas Keating. 
As most of us had read his book, “Open Mind, Open Heart,” it was also 
decided that to get this started was to utilize a Northern California support 
group of Fr. Thomas Keating which would present the Centering Prayer 
workshop just like they did in churches on the outside. The lifers would help 
get the participants to sign up and come for the introduction class. 


That Friday arrived and we had about thirty persons all inside 
Greystone Chapel for a two-hour slideshow, PowerPoint, and a video 
presentation on the concept and reasoning behind Centering Prayer as taught 
by Fr. Thomas Keating. We were told, that Fr. Thomas Keating himself had 
been contacted, gave his blessings, and this would be the first time Centering 
Prayer ever was taught inside a prison. History was being made and it 
originated with inmates. 


One thing that stands out to me is the majority of the inmates 
attending I had not ever met, and for that matter never really came to any 
meetings after that. I gave it no thought. Until recently I never knew this. By 
miraculous circumstances my friend Daigo was released a few years back 
and we have remained friends. I asked him recently about that first night, and 
he shared with me who all was there and why. The older lifers knew that if 
the contemplative fellowship was to last, it had to be run with ground rules 
agreed upon by all the shot callers from all the different races in prison. 
Unbeknownst to me at that time, the shot callers were being asked to attend 
the workshop to see what it was all about and would be asked to sign off that 
their fellow inmates from that race would be free to attend if they so choose. 
Also, it was agreed that it was to be neutral ground, meaning that no prison 
politics or gang activities would go on inside the meeting. As well the lifers 
guaranteed to the shot callers that what would be taught would be ecumenical 
and not in any way try to get their members or associates to denounce their 
gang affiliation. It was like a meeting of heads of states. After that meeting 
and workshop, all inmates agreed and the fellowship was thus birthed. 


My job was to rally the materials needed for a library. I began to 
write away to all known publishers from many different spiritual paths that 
held common elements of meditation. Within a short time we had over one 
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hundred books for the members of our group to read or check out. Fr. 
Thomas Keating sent in some videos and cassette tapes of his teaching. As 
well a local Catholic church donated about thirty cassette players for our 
members to check out and listen to the tapes. It was really exciting to see 
what wonderful resources we got in. Thich Nhat Hanh’s publishing company, 
Parallax Press donated many books and teaching materials. So did many 
other Buddhist, Christian, Jewish, Celtic, and Native American publishers 
send in materials, books, papers, and videos. Our group could check out what 
they were interested in. 


Our initial group slowly grew from ten members up to over forty 
members within a few short weeks. We would have an inmate led a short 
discussion on spirituality, and then take a break, and come back for a 
twenty-minute silent meditation. That was our format we stuck with and it 
lasted approximately an hour. This also allowed some time for the members 
to peruse the library to check out books. This always took place on Friday at 
7pm, and would allow for most members to just drop by during nightly yard 
time. In time we all chose to officially name our group based on Fr. 
Keating’s groups, and we were officially the Folsom branch of 
Contemplative Fellowship. 


In the next chapter we will look at several experiences many of the 
men had while in the fellowship. As we learned in Fr. Keating’s video 
discussions, our experiences are similar to those of anyone who begins a 
steady program of meditation. This ancient tradition dates back to the earliest 
church fathers that were known as the Desert Fathers. In many ways, we 
were the modern version of this. The Desert Fathers lived in caves, and the 
inmates lived inside cells and used our time to transform our lives with 
spiritual reading and contemplation. 
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Greystone Chapel, Old Folsom State Prison 
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Quieting the Mind 


When I first began to practice meditation, I had not yet been 
incarcerated, and was under the tutelage of my friend Michael G. and I could 
not last more than five minutes. In time training my mind to look past the 
“sailing ships” of thoughts, I was able to get up to ten minutes. Michael G. 
explained it was not the quantity that mattered in the beginning it was the 
intent. That helped ease my frustrations in learning to sit in silence. I really 
liked the approach that Michael G. gave me. He even went so far as to say 
that when you find yourself deliberately meditating at the same time each 
day, and you are so focused on that alone, then it is time to let a few days 
pass without meditation. It is not supposed to be a chore, task, or routine. It is 
a practice. Thich Nhat Hanh has a loving approach in his meditation 
approach. Meditation in a way is about self-love in that it helps us to get us 
back to the center of our being, our soul. 


Those sitting practices in the magic monastery at Michael G.’s house 
were transforming, in that for the first time I really glimpsed of how much 
activity or mind energy is used in thinking about fruitless thoughts. My mind 
was very active in engaging in thoughts that led to nowhere of importance. It 
was like white noise just to fill the void. However, we are created so that in 
that void we can find our true self. That void, that precious silence in the 
present moment is where God exists. At first the most noted significant 
benefit from this meditation practice was a peace of mind that I had never felt 
or experienced before. In some ways my continuance with this practice was 
to see where it led and how much benefit I could get. It was if I were on a 
search for the most ultimate spiritual prize ever found as if that was an 
altruistic destination. But in reality I was seeking for a medal or award. 
While this is not the true choice of goals, it was just where I was during this 
stage of my spiritual development. You just have to go with where you are at 
and love yourself at that stage. This practice is filled with love. And if you 
don’t love yourself while you struggle to practice then your not loving 
yourself properly. 
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While I was in county jail I had more time on my hands and I began 
to practice meditating there. I continued with this practice in prison. Over 
time, which was now about two years of daily practice, I noticed part of my 
heart opening up with more compassion. There was an intense form of love 
growing inside my soul where I could cry (at the drop of a hat) when I was 
talking or thinking about something associated with love. As well, different 
parts of my life began to come to mind after a meditation session and I 
noticed that this was helping to heal past hurts. While at the time I was not 
fully conscious of this happening, I did notice I was able to revisit painful 
experiences and find a thread of forgiveness. Which just opened more space 
for more love. 


As time passed, these experiences began to happen more frequently 
and with such vast emotional release that I felt like my old life was burning 
off to find room for new spiritual growth. In some of my readings it talked 
about this. As well by this time I had made friends with some lifers who also 
were Buddhist practitioners. One such friendship was with Lurch, who was 
six-foot six inches and about two-hundred fifty pounds. He was tattooed all 
over with mostly white pride or neo-Nazi symbolism. Prior to his reading and 
practicing Buddhist precepts he was one bad mother. I am sure he had done 
things that was not easy for him to live with himself. We never talked about 
that too much, as I knew him as he was today and accepted him. We all have 
a past, and if this practice teaches us anything it is to accept the present 
moment and not the past. I asked him one day if he ever had experiences like 
I did. He said he had and read of many others who had too. It is part of the 
process in meditation where our old karma, (sins), break away making room 
for new spiritual and loving energy. Lurch was very helpful and offered me 
not only companionship and fellowship but treated me as a fellow spiritual 
seeker. Many a day or nights we would walk the yard talking about spiritual 
thoughts, practices and questions. He also taught me to look within and use 
my books to find the truth. He said no one had all the answers, that our path 
is there for us to find our self. He also had a very dry sense of humor and I 
loved it when we talked about the Dali Lama. He would deliberately write it 
as Dolly Lama. He did so with the understanding that no one can take 
themselves as higher or better than another. We all are the same. And I have 
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to be honest, seeing the Dolly Lama brought a new appreciation for the 
humanness of the Dali Lama. 


During our Friday night Contemplative Fellowships at Greystone 
Chapel, we would occasionally watch videos that Fr. Thomas Keating or 
Richard Rohr would send us. Both of these great mediation teachers spoke on 
the psychological transformation in a meditation practice. Fr. Thomas would 
draw concentric circles in which he says, our bad crud inside our hardened 
hearts would finally be chipped away and flung out of our being by this 
energy within the concentric circles. Rohr also spoke on how this 
transformation is making us anew within the context of how Jesus said he 
would renew our hearts. 


In time many of the inmates begin to see this energy changing them 
as well. I remember one lifer, Hound Dog. He was very much a crusty older 
man. He always had a frown on his face and his talk was filled with 
negativity. He reminded me of a Caucasian version of the character Redd 
Foxx played in Sanford and Sons. He was very good friends with Paul and 
Diago and they invited him to one of our meetings. He only went out respect 
he had for these two guys. Slowly with practice and encouragement from 
Paul and Diago he had begun a regular meditation program. In time his 
whole character changed. While he remained in many ways on the fringe of 
our fellowship, but that was just him. Our goal in our fellowship was not in 
gaining a certain number of members, but rather, to introduce meditation to 
any and all persons. Hound Dog begun to smile, enjoy life and would even 
go on the yard and tell the younger ones they would do their time a lot better 
if they came to our meetings instead of playing games on the yard. He was a 
changed man. And his story is told in the lives of many men that crossed our 
paths as we shared contemplative practices. 


I remember discussing these changes with Michael K., our free 
volunteer for the group, on many occasions and we both would shed a few 
tears. The tears were out of pure joy on what a huge impact our message and 
ministry was giving the men behind bars. Our mission was to expose the 
trueness that exists in spiritual practices that has nothing to do with religion 
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or church politics. We cared not what the faith of a person was. We were 
only interested in helping the men be able to learn to sit for twenty minutes in 
silence. The practice alone would be the instrument of transformation, not 
our words, not our talk, not our preaching, simply meditation is the only tool 
needed. 


When I paroled in October of 1997, this group continued. The 
membership grew to over three hundred alone in Folsom. With various 
transfers and other prisoners sending literature to other friends in California 
prisons, the Contemplative Fellowship grew. It is my understanding that by 
the summer of 2007, ten years after I left, it had grown to over three thousand 
men meditating daily within eight prisons. To have been given the gift of 
being one of five who helped begin this program, truly reflects the power of 
God. The trueness of the practice has kept this alive today in these prisons. 
We gave back to men a freedom they never kn ew existed. Instead of using 
our time to no avail, we chose to give back to others the tools they needed to 
truly free themselves. Prisoners only want to be free, and just not in the sense 
of getting out of prison, but getting out of the prison their lives had become. 
Thy want to end the cycle of suffering for all. 
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Taking the Message to the Yard 


While we, those of us in the fellowship, collectively met and spent 
time together, prison life was continuing around us. Prison can sure help a 
person with spiritual practices in a wild and weird way. By early 1997 
Folsom was changing. And it was not for the best. The older timers who had 
been in Folsom in the 1970’s when it was a riotous rebellious atmosphere, 
began to take note that the younger ones coming in were bringing that 
element back. 


One night while walking the yard, with my cassette player on playing 
a Siddha Yoga chant, I was oblivious to what was going on around me. I was 
in my own little world. My friend Lurch came and started to walk with me. 
He reached up and took off my earphones and said, “Do you hear that?” I 
didn’t hear anything. It was deadly quiet. For a yard full of over one thousand 
men it is a strange for it be quiet. He walked me off the circle yard, which 
was a soccer field and baseball diamond with a running track along the 
edges. He walked me over to the Chapel and said for me to stay put. One 
thing I had learned in the two years I had been at Folsom, was that you 
respected what lifers say. While Lurch was walking back to the bleachers 
where all the whites sat, I noticed how the yard was fractionalized. Every 
race and every gang was in their respected area and all just congregated 
there. By the time Lurch sat down on the back part of the top of the 
bleachers, over by the handball courts where the Latinos were, all of sudden, 
in a flash of an eye, they huddled together. About three hundred plus all 
massed together within a short circle. You could tell one guy was in the 
middle, and he was talking to the others. In rotation the Latinos moved 
inward and outward, as if they moved in to talk or hear more closely. You 
could have heard a pin drop on that yard that moment. 


Diago was in chapel too, as he was the new Catholic Chaplain clerk 
by then. I asked him what was going on, and he said, “They are fixing to 
rumble.” He also pointed out the guards. He went on to explain that the old 
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timers within the guard would not intervene. For if they did, they knew a riot 
would ensue immediately. In prison when a shot caller calls his troops 
together, you leave them alone. Extra guards were called out, but with no 
alarm, just a short radio call through their walkie-talkies to gather in the yard. 
We had over fifty guards show up, in the catwalks above the yard, and to the 
side of the yard over by a holding area. But no guards were near the Latinos. 
Late night yard normally gets over with around 7:30pm and no later than 
8pm. I looked at my watch and it was 7:50pm on that Tuesday night. I 
mentioned to Diago that we soon would be called in and all he did was laugh. 
He said no one was going anywhere, and they, the officers, would not call 
yard till the group of Latinos disbanded. Around 9:50pm that night we all 
walked back to our cells. Whatever the Latinos were talking about was not 
shared nor talked about. But there was an eerie feeling that was in the air. No 
one really said anything except we better be stocked up well with noodles 
(ramen noodles sold in canteen) in our cells. This meant the possibility of a 
lock down. 


The next morning while I was preparing to go to breakfast, the alarms 
rang. Again that dead silence arose over the building and you could feel that 
haunting energy fill the prison itself. What seemed like two hours, of being 
locked in, not going to chow, with the alarm sounding; one could only 
imagine what was going on inside the prison somewhere. 


It turned out that the Latinos did rumble. While I don’t know what the 
reason was, during breakfast that morning, one Latino from another gang had 
picked up the plastic mop head wringer from the mop bucket and begun to 
use it against another Latino in the chow line. Friends that were there said 
they were ducking and getting under the metal chow tables. It was a small 
riot, but one that lasted for over thirty minutes, and many persons were badly 
hurt. When something like this happens, it is mandatory lockdown. 


While the guards are separating those who were fighting, and sending 
to the medical clinic those that needed medical attention, it took them two 
hours to get the scene cleared. Finally everyone was marched back to their 
cells with the overhead speaker telling us, “LOCKDOWN.” 
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Now we all would be in our cells for the rest of the day, no special 
privileges, everyone in their cells for at least the next twenty-four hours. For 
the most part, when the riots are restricted to a certain race, by the next day 
all other races are allowed out and routine life follows. Only the race of those 
rioting are still locked down. That means they are in their cells till the guards 
say they can come out again. Sack lunches are brought to their cells three 
times a day. No showers, except when they remain in lockdown for over 
three days, then they are taken out in limited numbers to shower. 


For me lockdowns did not matter, I could meditate; listen to spiritual 
chants or talks on my cassette player, or read. Lockdowns only gave me more 
time for meditation. For others, to be caged in a ten-foot by six-foot space 
over twenty-four hours can be nerve wracking. It is like any animal that is 
caged. The more emotionally troubled they are, the harder it is to be caged. I 
for one was glad and relieved that I had my meditation practice, for it kept 
me sane and in a state of peace. 


Lockdown this time for the Latinos lasted for weeks. Each time they 
were released for showers, another fight would break out. A little over a 
month went by before the lockdown ended for them. During that time the 
yard was light in attendance, the work jobs were lighter, and it was like a 
small vacation in some ways. It was quiet, eerie and ominous. 


That year in 1997 we had many different lockdowns. It was not just 
the Latinos, but for the most part it was. The African Americans also were 
locked down several times. One time a short but bloody fight started over in 
the corner by One Building. Within just seconds a group of over thirty guys 
gathered in a circle and the fight was on. One guy was stabbed very badly 
and we never saw him again on the yard. Not sure if he lived or was simply 
transferred to another prison after his hospital stay. But we did hear he was in 
the hospital for months. This fight was a result of problems after a drug deal. 
I heard it had more to do with what was being sold and to whom, rather than 
an actual sale. It was all over territory. 
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Changes within the prison system took a hold of Folsom too. They 
had decided to try and push for more programmed prisons. They shipped 
guys out to more specific prisons to deal with drug rehabilitation or mental 
wards for those on heavy psychotropic drugs. Many within our fellowship 
were being moved and left Folsom. For many, they took with them what they 
had learned from our group, sadly for many we simply never heard from 
them again. 


One of the guys we knew was not part of our fellowship, but he was a 
nice guy. He got caught up in the move due to his mental condition and the 
medications he was on. They told him he would be moving, and he was very 
vocal over not wishing to move. His family lived nearby, and visited him 
every weekend. With the move, due to their economic status, they would not 
be able to visit often. That only caused him to become more depressed. Many 
of us spoke to the officers how this move would not serve this inmate in a 
positive manner, but the bureaucracy of prison management did not see the 
human side of their proposed changes. One Saturday morning while getting 
ready for yard, we all heard the alann. At this time I was housed in Four 
Building, the old solid door cells on two tiers, which was the old death row 
where the held the hangings in the 1880’s. The alann was in our building and 
we did not know at first what was going on. Soon word trickled down from 
cell to cell, that our friend had hung himself during the night. The fear of 
moving to another prison away from his family got the best of him mentally. 
He just could not handle it. We all mourned the passing of our friend that 
day. 


In some ways prison is just a warehouse for men and women. The 
programs are not really attending to the emotional or spiritual needs for them 
while they are incarcerated. It has become sadly in America a place of great 
torture and abuse within the system that only seems to house inmates. 
Society must look at this closely. Without proper change, the men and 
women come back to prison due to their cycle of dysfunction that was never 
addressed when they were in the first time. We are building more and more 
prisons; each state is requesting more funds for housing, and not addressing 
the need for rehabilitation. Change is possible. I have witnessed it in my life 
and in the men that I knew within the Contemplative Fellowship. 
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I can say that those of us who did learn and practice what we learned 
in the Contemplative Fellowship, once we paroled, our success rate was 
higher than those who did not have such a program. This is another reason I 
keep working with meditation teaching for prisoners. The transfonnation I 
received while in prison is also possible for anyone behind bars. The next 
chapter I will speak on several programs I also became involved with in 
prison that along with Contemplative Fellowship really helped me get the 
training and instruction I needed to change my life. 


There are many great programs and willing volunteers to come teach 
inside prison. We have to realize that change comes when one first begins by 
admitting his own hurt and pain deep within them self. Rising above that pain 
and hurt is made easier with a spiritual program that assists this healing 
process. For me it was realizing I did not have a set belief structure in place 
on what was moral and loving. Once I understood that, I could begin to heal. 
With any spiritual practice your empathy for others suffering also increases. 
Keeping up with your spiritual practices allows us to see our own actions 
becoming more loving and operating from our heart center. That alone helps 
to cut the rate of parolees coming back on a violation. Their way of thinking 
and acting changes and it is for the positive. The prisoners just need the 
opportunity to experience the instruction and practice of these spiritual 
disciplines. 
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Gaining Strength 


Michael K. also brought in some books; specifically one titled, “Good 
Goats: Healing our Image of God”, by Matthew, Dennis Linn, Catholic 
writers, and monks who help others emotionally heal. As well, Richard Rohr, 
Thich Nhat Hanh, Dharma Publishers, and Foundation for Preservation of the 
Mahayana Tradition were some of the organizations, publishers and authors 
that sent us library books and materials. 


The books by the Linn family were truly life changing for many of 
the men. For me it helped give me a meditation to help heal many of the 
emotional, mental, and abusive memories I had as a child growing up. As a 
child, many of the abusive situations I endured directly related to how I 
viewed the world I lived in and how I responded to that world around me. I 
had many emotional angry memories, which as child resulted in many 
outbursts that were hurtful to others and myself. As a child I did not 
understand what was happening to me, and my little mind could not process 
such abuse. So my outbursts were, looking back now, over abusive moments 
that stayed in my mind unresolved till it exploded out. The abuse was mental 
and emotional by nature and rendered me defenseless. As a child who did not 
get immediate healing or intervention, I grew up expecting abusive 
relationships. This was all I knew. While receiving counseling in prison I 
also began to identify key character issues and anger episodes coupled with 
known medical issues that more than likely I was sexually abused as a child. 
Talking with my brother and sister, I know that sexual abuse was 
generational within our family. As well in my family, the way I 
comprehended our outward appearance was that no matter what, we did not 
get into family issues in public. We never talked about our abuse. This 
duality really messed me up in so many ways. As stated before many key 
character and moral developments were lacking in my self. This is directly 
related to how I was raised as a child to not tell or speak out loud of the 
abuse, whether it was mental, physical, or sexual. So I had this duality, in 
where I appeared one way to others on the outside, but inside I was crying, 
hurting and bleeding. After years of living like this, I was out of control in so 
many areas of my life. My alcohol and drug use become a way to stop the 
inner turmoil. All this did was temporarily numb my mind but true healing 
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never came. The more I hurt inside the more out of control my drug and 
alcohol abuse became. 


So the books by the Linn family really helped me deal and overcome 
a lot of those issues while I was in prison. Some of the issues remain buried 
to this day, and inch-by-inch, I grow healthier each and every day. Healing in 
some cases is and can be a lifelong path. One must not give up on it though 
and not try to rush it either. For any healing, one must see the pain, the hurt, 
and acknowledge it. We can’t minimize it nor maximize it, but in reality 
admit that part of us is wounded. 


For many of us, who are abused in whatever manner as a child and 
grow to adulthood without ever receiving healing, we have an awkward view 
or relationship with God, or whomever we choose as our higher power. We 
see God as one who allowed this abuse, so our relationship with and our view 
of Him are shattered. 


Specifically, in my quiet time alone, or late night on my bunk if I 
could not have alone time in my cell, I would practice a meditation I found in 
the Good Goat’s book. In this meditation, we are to envision us sitting in a 
room, in heaven, full of chairs, light, and just empty except Jesus and myself. 
We are simply sitting there, talking or being silent. When we begin to notice 
a door to the right of us, we hear a knock, and we know that behind that door 
is a person we have issues with. We walk to the door with Jesus, and he helps 
us open the door up. We know that whatever pain this person has inflicted to 
us, Jesus is right next to us to protect us, guide us and help us work through 
this hurt. We walk over with that person and sit down, with Jesus sitting 
between us. We openly discuss the pain and hurt inflicted by that person and 
how it hurt us deeply. We may cry or even be a bit angry. But we tell that 
person in front of Jesus how we hurt. Jesus then reaches out to our heart and 
places his hand and says, “I heal you, of this pain, and no longer will it affect 
you in a bad way.” He also asks us to forgive that person, as he has forgiven 
us. We look over at that person, and say we forgive them. We see them also 
get touched by Jesus as well. They ask us again to forgive them, and we see 
ourselves say to them, “I forgive you.” Jesus then stands us up and hugs us as 
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we hug each other. Jesus leads the person to the door and they walk out. 
Jesus again hugs us and tells us he is always available here to help us heal. 
We begin to awake from this meditation and come back to the present 
moment. 


This meditation when practiced really can help you receive the 
healing from past hurts you may have experienced. It also shows us and 
affirms in us that our loving Creator does love us, and does not want pain and 
hurt to be part of our lives. Until we first truly heal ourselves from our past 
hurts, abuses, and unloving actions, we will have a hard time having peace 
and love in our life. As well, once we start our healing process, our 
meditation and other spiritual routines help us heal faster, and keep this 
divine love growing inside us. This all leads to a truly transformed life. I am 
living proof of this and so are many other men who practiced these spiritual 
practices inside Folsom. My intent with writing this book and sharing my 
past is to reach out to you and let you know there is a way out from the hell 
of being in prison. You are loved, and deserve to be loved, and treated in a 
loving fashion. There is hope to change your life, and the simplest of all 
spiritual practices such as meditation can truly change your life. 

In some ways you have received one of the greatest opportunities to 
be in prison. You have unlimited time and no restrictions to spend your time 
in meditation, spiritual reading, and spiritual healing. There won’t be another 
time you have this vast amount of free time to work on yourself. Thus when 
you get out, you truly are free. Free from the old self and have a new self to 
start over again. You can do your time in a loving spiritual manner, or you 
can do nothing. But when you do nothing, you won’t leave prison a better 
person than when you went in. I remember what a lifer told me once at a 12 
Step meeting, “our best thinking got us into prison in the first place, so to 
become healed and better, we must change our thinking.” This was the best 
advice I think I heard from a lifer. 

So there you have it, and I hope you choose to take time to heal 
yourself and become a changed person before you parole. You deserve a life 
full of wonderful opportunities and loving experiences. 


I won’t lie to you, some of the issues I had to face, and what I heard 
others also had to face, healing can take time. It is painful to reclaim those 
hurt memories but if love can embrace our wounds, the positive healing 
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change is worth it. Some issues are hard to call to mind, so be loving with 
yourself and open yourself to the right time for those to come forward in your 
mind. Pushing is not wise nor is it loving. We must learn to let things flow 
naturally out and into us, mentally, emotionally, and spiritually. If we push 
things, we are allowing our rashness to override the perfect timing. The 
universe, God, the Holy Spirit, whatever you want to call it, has the perfect 
time for us to deal with all things. All of our practices and spiritual 
disciplines are to be seasoned with patience, peacefulness, and love. In time 
all things will come to pass. In the meantime, learn to love yourself and treat 
yourself, mentally, physically, spiritually and emotionally with perfect love 
and peace. When you do this, it really brings calmness to your life and 
presence. 

Healing of our past is so vital to true transformation. As stated in the 
Four Noble Truths, healing is essential. Suffering causes us to think in a 
certain unproductive manner. By healing those past hurts, they no longer 
have any hold or control of our mind. We are not locked into the past. With 
meditation we learn to live in the present moment. Accept the present 
moment as it is ever unfolding before our eyes and breath. 

The past is hazy as a dream. The present is like lightning. The future 
is like clouds rising up suddenly. Remember that. 


Yard at Old Folsom State Prison 
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Utilizing Tools that are Available 


Towards the end of my term in 1997 I had several opportunities to 
join in several workshops through the pre-parole classes. One of them was 
Siddha Yoga, which also practices meditation and hatha yoga as their main 
practice. Also I joined a three-day workshop facilitated by the Quakers with 
“Alternative to Violence” (AVP) workshops. AVP was only once, but Siddha 
Yoga had monthly workshops that were quite inspirational. One of the 
programs with Siddha Yoga is a free monthly study course that really helps 
one awake to their true spiritual nature. This really helped me on so many 
different levels. 


Siddha Yoga correspondence course is a set of writings that are 
mailed to you once a month. In the lessons are many opportunities to be 
aware of how silently and magically spirit exists. It helps instill in us the 
practice of living in the present moment. It helps too in that the lessons open 
one’s heart to the teachings of truth that are ancient. It also respects whatever 
faith or religion you have and even instructs you not to give that up. It really 
helps strengthen your own personal spiritual beliefs. The course is free to 
prisoners and I would highly recommend you subscribe to it. 


At Folsom there were several who were receiving the course, and to 
my surprise some actual workshop leaders from the Oakland, CA Ashram 
were coming to Folsom to participate. It was only open for those in 
pre-parole, but since I was part of the Contemplative Fellowship and 
subscribed to the Siddha Yoga course, I was ducated to attend. For those not 
familiar with ducats, they are slips of paper given to inmates to attend 
different things, even your medical appointments. Without them, you are 
denied access. It is like the hall passes in junior high school. 


Three guys from Oakland, including Murli, the CA coordinator for 
Siddha Yoga prison project was there. They all were so full of love and 
accepting of the men in the class. We had about fifteen to twenty men in for a 
full day, 9am to 3:30pm class. We began our chant with Nag Champa 
incense burning. What a treat to have such divine smells permeate our 
classroom. We began to chant Om Nama Shivaya over and over to a CD with 
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Gurumayi, the lineage person of Siddha Yoga. After the chant, we watched a 
video message from Gurumayi. In the talk she wove the stories from 
Christian, Hindu, and Buddhism to show how divine love is available to all 
of us. In the message were beautiful illustrations that made your heart sing 
for joy. It was divine; it was something I had never felt before. After the 
video message, we did a twenty-minute sit. After that it was our lunchtime, 
and each of the instructors made themselves available so we could talk with 
them. They gave each inmate equal time, and each talk was so filled with life 
and love. It was almost as if we were co-equals and not free person to inmate 
status in talking. It was so liberating. 


After lunch we watched another video with John Friend detailing the 
practice of Hatha Yoga. The video showed different movements and 
positions that would help us sit for longer periods of time for meditation. All 
the inmates had brought their state issued blankets to sit on and were using 
them to do the movements. After the video we sat again for twenty minutes. 
Sometimes after the yoga exercises we would watch another 
message/teaching from Gurumayi or a chanting video where we would sit as 
we would in meditation. 


These workshops were every month right up until I paroled in 
October 1997. They were useful in that it gave me another teaching method 
on meditation. It also helped strengthen my practice already in place. The 
energy and amount of love this practice created in me only proved that these 
techniques, the ancient fonn of chanting and meditation is all part of any 
transformation. I looked back at where I was when I first arrived, and knew 
that once I was released I had a better chance for success. I had changed, my 
heart had changed, my thinking has changed, and I was truly a changed 
person, inside and out. 


Another program I was allowed to attend was the Alternative to 
Violence (AVP) workshop facilitated by the Quakers. ATV helps empower 
people to lead nonviolent lives through affirmation, respect for all, 
community building, cooperation, and trust. 
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Founded in and developed from the real life experiences of prisoners 
and others, and building on a spiritual base, AVP encourages every person's 
innate power to positively transfonn themselves and the world. 

A VP/US A is an association of community-based groups and prison 
based groups offering experiential workshops in personal growth and 
creative conflict management. The national organization provides support 
for the work of these local groups. The AVP program began in 1975 when a 
group of inmates at Green Haven Prison (NY) was working with youth 
coming into conflict with the law (yes—gangs existed even then). They 
collaborated with the Quaker Project on Community Conflict, devising a 
prison workshop. The success of this workshop quickly generated requests 
for more, and AVP was born. The program quickly spread to many other 
prisons. 

Our workshop happened to coincide with a riot inside Folsom with 
two African American groups. Several of our participants were at the 
workshop when the riot went down. Due to their race, they had to leave the 
program that again was a three-day workshop. What really amazed me was 
how proactive our facilitators were with the officers. They spoke up and said, 
clearly now more so than ever, is a great time for these guys to leam from the 
workshop and take the lessons they have learned back to their friends. Long 
story short, those two African American men were allowed to stay and 
finished the three-day workshop. That alone was miraculous to see how the 
administration bent the rules for a positive program. 

Within the three days were skits, crafts, dialoguing, and real life 
scenarios where we would comment, act out, or draw how we could relate to 
the situation without violence. We listened to stories of previous workshop 
attendee’s essays, and we discussed how we could all respond in other ways 
to situations rather than with violence. The combination of all inmates 
participation and being saturated with this philosophy for three days helped 
to sink in the knowledge we were learning. 

For so much of my life, and for those attending this workshop, 
violence was a central theme of our life. We responded to situations with 
angry knee-jerk response instead of thinking of another solution. We also 
learned about setting boundaries. 

For the most part when people treat us with respect to our boundaries, 
there is no anger or outbursts. It is when those boundaries are crossed we feel 
threatened. In the class we learn to set healthy boundaries, and we would 
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role-play how we would respond when others cross those boundaries. It gives 
us a chance to learn new coping skills so we don’t resort to violence in our 
actions or speech. 

We learn that we do have a choice on how we react and respond to 
others. This course taught how to make sure our actions do not lead to more 
violence. We learned to stay in control of our own actions. As a country boy 
it reminded me of an old country saying, “Does the tail wag the dog, or does 
the dog wags the tail?” 

Giving violent responses to violence only keeps the negative violent 
energy active. To respond in a non-violent manner but with assertion 
neutralizes this energy. 

We have a choice to be violent or not. The more skills we leam to act 
in a non-violent manner, the safer our surroundings will become. Both inside 
and outside of prison. AVP is a great tool in helping prisoners learn 
non-violent skills. 
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Let My Actions Speak 

Towards the end of my term, I had a new cellmate, Skinny Puppy, 
who also joined us in the Contemplative Fellowship and the Siddha Yoga 
workshops. We were housed then in Number Five unit, one of the oldest 
parts of Folsom Prison. The cells were like dungeon cells with pure rock 
granite walls, and a solid door with just a few holes drilled into a heavy metal 
door. Skinny Puppy and I use to spend our time in our cells talking about 
meditation or other spiritual practices. We even had regular sits inside our 
cells. This helped me to have cellmates that respected my inner work and 
chose to also use their time working on inner self-issues. One time during our 
Siddha Yoga workshops, we said, “Wouldn’t be nice to have our own 
incense during our sits in our own cell?” Without thinking of the 
consequences, when we were leaving I grabbed a whole handful of incense 
sticks and pushed them inside my blanket. I did not get stopped nor searched, 
and we walked right around the chow hall from the pre-parole classrooms, 
into Building Five to our cells. That night after final count, we sat to mediate 
and lit our Nag Champa. Some of the guys on the cellblock begun to ask, 
“Whose burning Champa?” We quickly responded, “Hey keep it down, do 
you want to smell it or cost us to lose it?” Everyone seemed to welcome the 
sweet fragrant smell of incense. Well it did not take long for that little white 
trail of incense smoke to make it ways down the block and round the comer 
to the Sergeant's desk. Well before you knew it, we had a guard sticking his 
nose in our cell sniffing around. To our amazement, he seemed to know, 
since we both were on the floor on our bla nk ets in full lotus position, that all 
we were doing was meditating. The incense only helped set the mood. The 
guards never questioned us about it, no cell searches were done, and we 
seemed to be allowed to bum it at night after final lock down. However, the 
next three Siddha Yoga workshops no incense was brought in. Skinny Puppy 
and I joked around that it was our fault, we never knew, but we sure were not 
going to ask either. For those thirty days, at night in our cell, when we sat in 
silence, the smell took us far away mentally from being confined to a cell 
inside Folsom Prison. 

The constant studies, reading, journaling and discussing things with 
Skinny Puppy, Paul, Diago or Lurch helped solidify my understanding of 
what I was learning. The continual programs of Siddha Yoga, Contemplative 
Fellowship, helped prepare me in so many ways for my parole. It seemed we 


61 



Mark Maxey 


really had a small community of like-minded inmates, and it almost was 
surreal enough to feel like a monastery and we were monks. However, by the 
end of my term, Folsom was changing just as I had changed. It is those 
momentary situations inside prison that brings the reality home quickly that 
this is not the free world. 

After Skinny Puppy paroled, Paul O. moved in, who was going to be 
released a month before me, and he was a fellow Contemplative Fellowship 
member. Paul and I both worked down in the lower yard. He was in Welding 
class, and I was a clerk in the Building Maintenance program. 

Paul also had a friend named Ken who worked with me as a co-clerk 
for Bob. Bob was a homebuilder/contractor hired to teach construction skills 
to inmates in the vocational program. Bob was funny and was a hoot to work 
for. He was about 6’2” and weighed about 220 pounds. He was tall, stout 
man, but he had no clue as to how to teach. Ken and I would read the text 
books, prepare lesson plans, and tests. Bob knew how to do all the important 
building skills; he just did not know how to teach inmates. So his clerks did 
most of it for him, which he appreciated. That is the way in prison often, 
funny in some ways. 

Ken also was a vital member of our Contemplative Fellowship. He 
was a great advocate on the yard, and many others had major respect for him. 
One time, I knew that Kenny was facing some hard issues before he was 
paroling. For over eight years he had looked forward to getting out. Now 
some snag was in the way. He might face another term of undetennined 
years. One morning, when Ken was obviously upset due to his situation, I 
tried to help him. I mentioned learning from our last fellowship that we can 
spend so much time in our head dealing with issues that simply letting it go is 
less stressful. WHACK, was the next sound I heard and felt. I noticed my 
jaw and head were traveling at a fast rate in the opposite way my body was 
positioned. He did this inside our clerk’s office when about five other lifers 
were present. Practicing what I had been taught in AVP and my meditation, I 
picked myself up from the floor, and said, “Ken, I know why you hit me, and 
it is not because of what I said. You are mad and just venting. I love you my 
brother, and I wish you nothing but peace.” With that he stonned out of the 
office. All five lifers in the room with me just then, all had their jaws opened 
and were just dumbfounded. One thing in prison you learn quickly is if you 
are hit, you hit back. You don’t back down from anyone, guards included. If 
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you do you are labeled a punk or coward. I looked at the lifers and said, “I 
know how I responded was not the convicts code, but any other way would 
have been unloving, and proven that all I have been studying was not valid. 
Say what you want, but I handled this in a way I know in my heart was the 
right way.” 

Several of the lifers were just motionless and still had a shocked look 
on their faces. One of the guys spoke up and said, “You know Mark, you 
have better control of yourself than what I think I do right now in my life.” 
The other lifers nodded in agreement. “This is a lesson that none of us here 
will likely forget.” Again they nodded in agreement. All the lifers there 
hugged me and said what I did was right, and it took a man to do that. They 
all asked more about the meditation program. For the rest of the week, many 
of lifers on the yard stopped me and shook my hand. It seemed many 
respected how I handled the situation. Especially that I held to my 
convictions and change in spirit, rather than to become trapped by following 
a code that is based in fear and violence. 

Recently when I told another prison minister about this, Don 
Childers, he reflected that, “You know Mark, you probably saved many 
men’s life that day. Your action in front of those lifers taught them there is 
another way to respond to violence. And who knows, maybe that stopped 
them or kept them from hitting another man.” And that probably is true; I had 
never looked at this situation as a lesson that might have saved a future mans 
life. 

Ken later came back that morning after cooling off. He thanked me 
for my words and encouragement. He apologized for hitting me. He was even 
amazed that I did not respond in violence. We hugged and with tears in his 
eyes, he said, “I really want the peace that you have inside you. I know I can 
find it too within myself.” After that, well, I knew the work we had been 
doing inside Folsom with the fellowship was truly changing men’s lives. I 
was humbled to think that four lifers and me a short-tenner could create a 
program that offered hope instead of fear for the men. 
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Starting Afresh 


Each week the fellowship grew, many of the new comers did not even 
know me. I knew the fellowship would last for years to come after I had 
paroled. I was short to the house as they say, with just a few weeks before I 
would be paroling. I had made some very deep spiritual connections with 
some of the lifers, and other short termers. I also knew for the most part, I 
would never see these guys again. Many of the guys who I spent quality time 
with would more than likely die within the walls of Folsom. This saddened 
me. Many of the prisoners I got to know did not have family or relatives and 
had no one to share with. Our fellowship was so full of love that this 
provided an emotional need in these men’s life. I knew I would be leaving, 
and I did not want these men to feel that no one again would think of them in 
a positive light. I considered many of these men who had spent most of their 
adult lives behind bars to be my personal friends. 

My last Friday night Fellowship meeting was an emotional night for 
me. It was a special occasion when someone was paroling. We sat in a circle, 
all the guys got to say their goodbyes and many mentioned how my 
encouragement helped them learn and grow with their spiritual life. I lead the 
Dhanna Teaching that night, and spoke on the Four Noble Truths, and the 
Eightfold Path. I said if they just stuck with that and meditating every day for 
twenty minutes their lives would change like mine. That nothing really 
matters in prison except that you are growing with more spiritual awareness. 
With that, we all sat in silence, with no lights on and just a candle in the 
room. 

This is special to note, because in prison so much is said about not 
being associated with anyone outside your race or car. ( A car is like a group 
of persons from the same county or area.) Now this night, inside Folsom 
State Prison, at Greystone Chapel, twilight shining in the windows, the room 
was illuminated with a single glowing candle in the middle of the circle. 
Around the circle sat African Americans, Latinos, Asians, and Whites. We 
had atheists, Celtic, American Indian, Protestant, Catholic, Baptist, Jews, and 
one Kabbalist all in a circle with their eyes closed in silence. If an officer 
walked in I knew they would just flip out. But for this last memory, it was 
transcending. For it truly showed how the ancient mystical workings of 
mediation practice encompasses all walks of life, every culture, every race. It 
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is open to all. It discriminates against no one who is seeking truth. It is open 
for all to find. And for many of us, it took us to get inside a prison to finally 
gain the freedom we had always searched for. This was my last night to be 
part of this mystic circle at Folsom Prison. 

I was paroled a few days later, and moved back to Oklahoma. That 
was October 1, 1997. And to this day I have not been back to prison other 
than to visit or speak to groups of men about meditation. I have kept my 
practices alive and have studied more on various paths and ancient spiritual 
writings. 


I am not the man today without acknowledging that the changes I 
came to embrace inside prison truly changed my life. I am no different from 
any other person. Awakening to the divine within yourself is available for all. 
All one has to do is to be willing to learn and start the path to spiritual 
awakening likened to the way I have spoken of here. You are loved, and 
more importantly your divine Creator is standing ready to take your hand and 
show you this Divine Love is available for you. Many before me and many 
after me will continue to awaken to the divineness inside them while in 
prison. 



Fr. Thomas Keating, Centering Prayer founder, who gave his blessing for us 
to start a Centering Prayer group at Folsom, the first one ever! 
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Beginnings 


This is probably the hardest part of writing. For I have to trudge 
through the muck and mire of my early abuse and voice now what I could 
not voice then. I am reclaiming my personal power, but it is emotionally 
challenging to say the least. However, as Don Coyish, Wellbriety creator, 
states, “You must be rigorously honest if you want this system of what our 
Elders say is our path to wellbriety. If I hedge at all, then I am limiting my 
healing, limiting the full power this Red Road to Wellbriety to heal me, my 
family, my community and my tribe. 

The prescribed drugs my mother was on when I was in her womb, 
today it would be illegal for any mother to be on those drugs. Yet in the 
1960’s the medical community was not so aware. I was born an addict into 
a severe abusive alcoholic family. I did not start out so good, but I can tell 
you and promise you this. I am finishing a hell of a lot better than my 
beginnings. 

I was born in the early 1960’s in a 
very small rural town, Broken 
Arrow, Oklahoma. I was the last 
of 3 kids born into a massive 
shitstorm of dysfunctional and 
alcoholic parents. I was born with 
an extreme speech impediment. I 
had 3 days a week in-school 
tutoring from the Tulsa University 
speech therapy department until 
age 10. 

My sister, 1 year older than me, 
was my interpreter. She was the 
only person my family, relatives, 
teachers could turn to translate my gibberish to english. My brother was 
the eldest and was 5 years older than me. I didn’t know at the time but 
do today, the friction between my brother and I most our lives is due to 



66 




Wellbriety with my Yuchi Traditions 


the 5 year gap. I get it now. When you are lOyrs old, you don’t want to be 
around a 5 year old. What 15 year old wants a 10 year old around. 

So early on, my first recollections are of frustration, not feeling I fit 
in, confused, unheard, unwanted, isolated, butt of many jokes, anger. The 
list goes on and on. So much trauma that I never agreed to nor could agree 
to, and not able to be heard when I spoke out. 

This was compounded by severe physical, emotional, mental and 
sexual abuse by my parents. My father required I shower with him nightly 
up until I was age 10 years of age. I have vivid memories of walking into 
the shower and walking out. I have no memories still today of what 
happened inside the shower. 

My father was a master manipulator, and pitted us three kids 
against our own mother. As well the severity of the dysfunction was so 
horrific that we were staged and read the riot act if we ever talked or 
acted out as we did at home. The duality of all this was more than my 
little mind could comprehend. 

The abuse was so bad that I exhibited bedwetting till I was thirteen 
years old. I had a sudden outbursts of anger while at school or in social 
settings. All these signs today would immediately be seen as a symptom of 
abuse. Yet in the 1960’s and 70’s our mental health awareness was not as 
it is today. 

So being born an addict, with a mother, who had a huge Christmas 
cookie tin full of just her medicines, I grew up thinking pills could help. I 
knew alcohol helped numbed my mind. This was all predisposed to me by 
my dna and of course years of trauma from an Indigenous family. It all is 
like an ultimate reveal it is so clear to see why I was so predisposed to 
addictions. 

I remember very well, I was an assistant manager at an Italian 
restaurant. One of the 19 year old waiters was a frequent drinking friend 
after work. One night, while at a bar watching the Grammys and since I 
knew the bar owner, him and his roommate joined me. I vouched to my 
friend the bar owner that the boys were 21. I got them drunk as a means 
to show off how I reward good workers. Alcohol was a tool I learned from 
my father how to manipulate people. Ten minutes after him and his 
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roommate left the bar, they both were dead due to a head on collision. 
The elderly couple also died they ran into. 

The other workers at the Italian restaurant were mourning and I 
suggested we gather after work at my apartment to mourn together. 
Again, yes, I used alcohol to help these folks mourn the death of a 
coworker that I had helped get drunk. Sick thinking and sick living always 
has victims. And I was harming others but too drunk to know I was. 
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Our family dysfunction ran the highest during holidays. Our family 
Christmas pictures were always framed around a huge family fight between 
my mom and dad. Always fueled by their drinking. Glasses would break, 
lots of foul language and name calling. It was frightening. But we had to 
smile for the pictures while I was being torn up inside due to the abuse. 



By the time I was a teenager, my whole being was in turmoil and 
massive panic attack. It was also around 11 years of age while working at 
our counties public swimming pool, I came to be aware I was two spirited, 
or in current anglo language, gay. I came out to my family when I was 13 
years old, around summer of 1975. I said I was like Billy Crystal’s character 
on the adult themed nighttime soap opera Mary Hartman, Mary Hartman. 
You would have thought I said I had killed someone. 

Just another aspect of my life I thought i had to hide and not let 
people find out about. 

All this secrecy was killing me on the inside. I dove deeper into 
drug use and alcohol abuse. 
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All this culminated when I was arrested in 1993. I was sentenced to 
3 years, and served 3 years 10 months. I paroled on October 1, 1997. A 
life of secrecy, alcohol and drug abuse, and my own unhealed traumatic 
pain growing up ended with me being incarcerated. All connected. 

A life first night brought me cigarettes and coffee. Left me with 
this statement to ponder upon. He said, “You know your best thinking 
landed you here.” That reality sat in and I have never forgotten that 
truth. 


I had begun AA in prison, and continued till 2005. I picked it back 
up while in Loveland, CO and Casper, WY in 2010. 2012 it all went south. 

My spiritual life, and personal life was in 
turmoil. Instead of seeking the 12 steps, I 
thought I was strong enough. This time 
around, I knew I had the meditation part 
down. As I had been a student of 
meditation since 1992 and had helped 
start a Buddhist center in Oklahoma City. 

I lived and breathed that meditation for 3 
years. I even stayed overnight many 
nights at the Buddhist Monastery. 



With the Red Road to Wellbriety, it 
allowed my traditional Indigenous values 
to be the focal point. 12 steps evenly 
divided around the points of a medicine wheel. The book, fellowship, and 
videos all made perfect sense. 


Gohantane (Go han ta nae) is Yuchi for Breathmaster. My creator 
has given me the tools through Wellbriety to stay sober. These tools heal 
me, my family, my community and my tribe. This is how my life today is. I 
see it through the Elders teachings and me practicing my traditions. That 
is my identity, that is my strength. Gohantane has given me Wellbriety 
both as a system to follow to health and as a means to live a good life. 
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Techniques of Meditation 


There are many techniques to meditation. I will do my best to 
represent some of the most used and some that may be a bit more obscure 
or esoteric by nature. There are a wide variety of meditation techniques 
available, some for specific purposes and others just variations with the 
same ultimate purpose. However, two main categories comprise all forms. 
These are concentrative meditation and mindfulness meditation. 

Concentrative Meditation 

“Concentrative meditation focuses the attention on the breath, an 
image or a sound, in order to still the mind and allow a greater awareness 
and clarity to emerge. This is like a zoom lens in a camera; we narrow our 
focus to a selected field” Sitting and silently focusing on dynamics of 
breathing is concentrative meditation in its most basic form. Breathing is a 
natural and readily available object of meditation. When a person is 
anxious or alarmed, his breathing becomes shallow, rigid and uneven”. But 
when the mind is tranquil and balanced in concentration, breathing 
becomes slow, deep and even. Absorbing yourself in the repetition of your 
breathing will allow you to reach a point of simultaneous stillness and 
awareness. 

Mindfulness Meditation 

Mindfulness meditation’s purpose is to increase awareness of the 
inundation of “sensations and feelings” around oneself, but at a distance. 
In mindfulness meditation, you experience every aspect of your 
environment without consciously thinking about it. “The person sits quietly 
and simply witnesses whatever goes through the mind, not reacting or 
becoming involved with thoughts, memories worries or images.” Through 
this practice, meditators are said to gain an intense calmness and clarity. 

The first part is about Insight Meditation. The term "Insight 
Meditation" (samatha-vipassana) refers to practices for the mind that 
develop calm (samatha) through sustained attention, and insight 
(vipassana) through reflection. A fundamental technique for sustaining 
attention is focusing awareness on the body; traditionally, this is practiced 
while sitting or walking. 
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The following is from Mahasatipatthana Sutta The Great 
Discourse on Steadfast Mindfulness Translated by U Jotika and U 
Dhamminda 

Anapana Pabba (In and Out Breathing) 

And how, bhikkhus, does a bhikkhu dwell perceiving again and again 
the body as just the body? Here (in this teaching), bhikkhus, a bhikkhu 
having gone to the forest, or to the foot of a tree, or to an empty, solitary 
place; sits down cross-legged, keeping his body erect, and directs his 
mindfulness (towards the object of mindfulness). Then only with keen 
mindfulness he breathes in and only with keen mindfulness he breathes 
out. Breathing in a long breath, he knows, "I breathe in a long breath"; 
breathing out a long breath, he knows, "I breathe out a long breath"; 

breathing in a short breath, he knows, "I breathe in a short breath"; 

breathing out a short breath, he knows, "I breathe out a short breath", 

"Aware of the whole breath body, I shall breathe in", thus he trains 

himself; "Aware of the whole breath body, I shall breathe out", thus he 
trains himself. "Calming the process of breathing, I shall breathe in", thus 
he trains himself; "Calming the process of breathing, I shall breathe out", 
thus he trains himself. 

Just as, bhikkhus, a skilful turner or a turner's apprentice pulling a 
long pull (on the string turning the lathe), knows, "I am pulling a long pull"; 
pulling a short pull, knows, "I am pulling a short pull", just so, bhikkhus, a 
bhikkhu breathing in a long breath, knows, "I breathe in a long breath"; 
breathing out a long breath, knows, "I breathe out a long breath"; 
breathing in a short breath, knows, "I breathe in a short breath"; breathing 
out a short breath, knows, "I breathe out a short breath". "Aware of the 
whole breath body, I shall breathe in," thus he trains himself; "Aware of 
the whole breath body, I shall breathe out", thus he trains himself. 
"Calming the process of breathing, I shall breathe in", thus he trains 
himself; "Calming the process of breathing, I shall breathe out", thus he 
trains himself. 

Thus he dwells perceiving again and again the body as just the body 
(not mine, not I, not self, but just a phenomenon) in himself; or he dwells 
perceiving again and again the body as just the body in others; or he 
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dwells perceiving again and again the body as just the body in both himself 
and in others. He dwells perceiving again and again the cause and the 
actual appearing of the body; or he dwells perceiving again and again the 
cause and the actual dissolution of the body; or he dwells perceiving again 
and again both the actual appearing and dissolution of the body with their 
causes. To summarize, he is firmly mindful of the fact that only the body 
exists (not a soul, a self or I). That mindfulness is just for gaining insight 
(vipassana) and mindfulness progressively. Being detached from craving 
and wrong views he dwells without clinging to anything in the world. Thus, 
bhikkhus, this is a way in which a bhikkhu dwells perceiving again and 
again the body as just the body. 

Iriyapatha Pabba (on Postures) 

And again, bhikkus, a bhikkhu while walking knows "I am walking"; 
while standing, he knows, "I am standing"; while sitting, he knows, "I am 
sitting"; while lying down he knows, "I am lying down." 

To summarize, a bhikkhu should know whatever way his body is 
moving or placed. 

Thus he dwells perceiving again and again the body as just the body 
(not mine, not I, not self, but just a phenomenon) in himself; or he dwells 
perceiving again and again the body as just the body in others; or he 
dwells perceiving again and again the body as just the body in both himself 
and in others. He dwells perceiving again and again the cause and the 
actual appearing of the body or he dwells perceiving again and again the 
cause and the actual dissolution of the body; or he dwells perceiving again 
and again the actual appearing and dissolution of the body with their 
causes. To summarize, he is firmly mindful of the fact that only the body 
exists (not a soul, a self or I). That mindfulness is just for gaining insight 
(vipassana) and mindfulness progressively. Being detached from craving 
and wrong views he dwells without clinging to anything in the world. Thus, 
bhikkhus, this is also a way in which a bhikkhu dwells perceiving again and 
again the body as just the body. 


Patikulamanasika Pabba (Contemplation of Impurities) 
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And again, bhikkhus, a bhikkhu examines and reflects closely upon 
this very body, from the soles of the feet up and from the tips of the head 
hair down, enclosed by the skin and full of various kinds of impurities, 
(thinking thus) "There exists in this body: hair of the head, hair of the 
body, nails, teeth, skin, flesh, sinews, bones, marrow, kidneys, heart, 
liver, membranes (including the pleura, the diaphragm and other forms of 
membrane in the body), spleen, lungs, intestines, mysentery, gorge, feces, 
brain, bile, phlegm, pus, blood, sweat, solid fat, tears, liquid fat, saliva, 
mucus, synovic fluid (i.e. lubricating oil of the joints) and urine." 

Just as if, bhikkhus, there were a double-mouthed provision bag 
filled with various kinds of grain such as: hill-paddy, paddy, green-gram, 
cow pea, sesamum, and husked rice; and a man with sound eyes, having 
opened it, should examine it thus: "This is hill-paddy, this is paddy, this is 
green-gram, this is cow pea, this is sesamum, and this is husked rice." Just 
so, bhikkhus, a bhikkhu examines and reflects closely upon this very body, 
from the soles of the feet up and from the tips of the head hair down, 
enclosed by the skin and full of various kinds of impurities, (thinking thus) 
"There exists in this body: hair of the head, ... and urine." 

Thus he dwells perceiving again and again the body as just the body 
in himself.... Thus, bhikkhus, this is also a way in which a bhikkhu dwells 
perceiving again and again the body as just the body. 

Here is another way to look at Insight Meditation. This is 
from the Amaravati Buddhist Centre, U.K. website 

(http://www.enabling.Org/ia/vipassana/Archive/A/Amaravati/introlnsight 

Meditation, html ) 

Time and Place 

Focusing the mind on the body can be readily accomplished while 
sitting. You need to find a time and a place, which affords you calm and 
freedom from disturbance. 

A quiet room with not much in it to distract the mind is ideal; a 
setting with light and space has a brightening and clearing effect, while a 
cluttered and gloomy room has just the opposite. Timing is also important; 
particularly as most people's days are quite structured with routines. It is 
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not especially productive to meditate when you have something else to do, 
or when you're pressed for time. It's better to set aside a period -- say, in 
the early morning or in the evening after work -- when you can really give 
your full attention to the practice. Begin with fifteen minutes or so. 
Practice sincerely with the limitations of time and available energy, and 
avoid becoming mechanical about the routine. Meditation practice, 
supported by genuine willingness to investigate and make peace with 
oneself, will develop naturally in terms of duration and skill. 

Awareness of the body 

The development of calm is aided by stability, and by a steady but 
peaceful effort. If you can't feel settled, there's no peacefulness; if there's 
no sense of application, you tend to day-dream. One of the most effective 
postures for the cultivation of the proper combination of stillness and 
energy is sitting. 

Use a posture that will keep your back straight without strain. A 
simple upright chair may be helpful, or you may be able to use one of the 
lotus postures. These look awkward at first, but in time they can provide a 
unique balance of gentle firmness that gladdens the mind without tiring 
the body. 

If the chin is tilted very slightly down this will help, but do not 
allow the head to loll forward as this encourages drowsiness. Place the 
hands on your lap, palms upwards, one gently resting on the other with the 
thumb-tips touching. Take your time, and get the right balance. 

Now, collect your attention, and begin to move it slowly down your 
body. Notice the sensations. Relax any tensions, particularly in the face, 
neck and hands. Allow the eyelids to close or half close. 

Investigate how you are feeling. Expectant or tense? Then relax 
your attention a little. With this, the mind will probably calm down, and 
you may find some thoughts drifting in -- reflections, daydreams, 
memories, or doubts about whether you are doing it right! Instead of 
following or contending with these thought patterns, bring more attention 
to the body, which is a useful anchor for a wandering mind. 

Cultivate a spirit of inquiry in your meditation attitude. Take your 
time. Move your attention, for example, systematically from the crown of 
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the head down over the whole body. Notice the different sensations -- 
such as warmth, pulsing, numbness, and sensitivity -- in the joints of each 
finger, the moisture of the palms, and the pulse in the wrist. Even areas 
that may have no particular sensation, such as the forearms or the 
earlobes, can be "swept over" in an attentive way. Notice how even the 
lack of sensation is something the mind can be aware of. This constant and 
sustained investigation is called mindfulness (sati) and is one of the 
primary tools of Insight Meditation. 

Mindfulness of breathing (anapanasati) 

Instead of "body sweeping", or after a preliminary period of this 
practice, mindfulness can be developed through attention on the breath. 

First, follow the sensation of your ordinary breath as it flows in 
through the nostrils and fills the chest and abdomen. Then try maintaining 
your attention at one point, either at the diaphragm or -- a more refined 
location -- at the nostrils. Breath has a tranquillizing quality, steady and 
relaxing if you don't force it; this is helped by an upright posture. Your 
mind may wander, but keep patiently returning to the breath. 

It is not necessary to develop concentration to the point of 
excluding everything else except the breath. Rather than to create a 
trance, the purpose here is to allow you to notice the workings of the 
mind, and to bring a measure of peaceful clarity into it. The entire process 
-- gathering your attention, noticing the breath, noticing that the mind has 
wandered, and re-establishing your attention -- develops mindfulness, 
patience and insightful understanding. So don't be put off by apparent 
"failure" -- simply begin again. Continuing in this way allows the mind 
eventually to calm down. 

If you get very restless or agitated, just relax. Practice being at 
peace with yourself, listening to -- without necessarily believing in -- the 
voices of the mind. 

If you feet drowsy, then put more care and attention into your body 
and posture. Refining your attention or pursuing tranquility at such times 
will only make matters worse! 
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WALKING AND STANDING 

Many meditation exercises, such as the above "mindfulness of 
breathing", are practiced while sitting. However, walking is commonly 
alternated with sitting as a form for meditation. Apart from giving you 
different things to notice, it's a skilful way to energize the practice if the 
calming effect of sitting is making you dull. 

If you have access to some open land, measure off about 25-30 
paces' length of level ground (or a clearly defined pathway between two 
trees), as your meditation path. Stand at one end of the path, and 
compose your mind on the sensations of the body. First, let the attention 
rest on the feeling of the body standing upright, with the arms hanging 
naturally and the hands lightly clasped in front or behind. Allow the eyes 
to gaze at a point about three meters in front of you at ground level, thus 
avoiding visual distraction. Now, walk gently, at a deliberate but "normal" 
pace, to the end of the path. Stop. Focus on the body standing for the 
period of a couple of breaths. Turn, and walk back again. While walking, 
be aware of the general flow of physical sensations, or more closely direct 
your attention to the feet. The exercise for the mind is to keep bringing its 
attention back to the sensation of the feet touching the ground, the spaces 
between each step, and the feelings of stopping and starting. 

Of course, the mind will wander. So it is important to cultivate 
patience, and the resolve to begin again. Adjust the pace to suit your state 
of mind -- vigorous when drowsy or trapped in obsessive thought, firm but 
gentle when restless and impatient. At the end of the path, stop; breathe 
in and out; "let go" of any restlessness, worry, calm, bliss, memories or 
opinions about yourself. The "inner chatter" may stop momentarily, or fade 
out. Begin again. In this way you continually refresh the mind, and allow it 
to settle at its own rate. 

In more confined spaces, alter the length of the path to suit what is 
available. Alternatively, you can circumambulate a room, pausing after 
each circumambulation for a few moments of standing. This period of 
standing can be extended to several minutes, using "body sweeping". 

Walking brings energy and fluidity into the practice, so keep your 
pace steady and just let changing conditions pass through the mind. Rather 
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than expecting the mind to be as still as it might be while sitting, 
contemplate the flow of phenomena. It is remarkable how many times we 
can become engrossed in a train of thought -- arriving at the end of the 
path and "coming to" with a start! -- but it is natural for our untrained 
minds to become absorbed in thoughts and moods. So instead of giving in 
to impatience, learn how to let go, and begin again. A sense of ease and 
calm may then arise, allowing the mind to become open and clear in a 
natural, unforced way. 

LYING DOWN 

Reclining at the end of a day, spend a few minutes meditating 
while lying on one side. Keep the body quite straight and bend one arm up 
so that the hand acts as a support for the head. Sweep through the body, 
resting its stresses; or collect your attention on the breath, consciously 
putting aside memories of the day just past and expectations of tomorrow. 
In a few minutes, with your mind clear, you'll be able to rest well. 

CULTIVATING THE HEART 

Cultivating good-will (metta) gives another dimension to the 
practice of Insight. Meditation naturally teaches patience and tolerance, 
or at least it shows the importance of these qualities. So you may well 
wish to develop a more friendly and caring attitude towards yourself and 
other people. In meditation, you can cultivate good-will very realistically. 

Focus attention on the breath, which you will now be using as the 
means of spreading kindness and good-will. Begin with yourself, with your 
body. Visualize the breath as a light, or see your awareness as being a 
warm ray, and gradually sweep it over your body. Lightly focus your 
attention on the centre of the chest, around the heart region. As you 
breathe in, direct patient kindness towards yourself, perhaps with the 
thought, "May I be well", or "Peace". As you breathe out, let the mood of 
that thought, or the awareness of light, spread outwards from the heart, 
through the body, through the mind, and beyond yourself. "May others be 
well." 


If you are experiencing negative states of mind, breathe in the 
qualities of tolerance and forgiveness. Visualizing the breath as having a 
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healing color may be helpful. On the out-breath, let go -- of any stress, 
worry or negativity -- and extend the sense of release through the body, 
the mind, and beyond, as before. 

This practice can form all or part of a period of meditation -- you 
have to judge for yourself what is appropriate. The calming effect of 
meditating with a kindly attitude is good for beginning a sitting, but there 
will no doubt be times to use this approach for long periods, to go deeply 
into the heart. 

Always begin with what you are aware of, even if it seems trivial or 
confused. Let your mind rest calmly on that - whether it's boredom, an 
aching knee, or the frustration of not feeling particularly kindly. Allow 
these to be; practice being at peace with them. Recognize and gently put 
aside any tendencies towards laziness, doubt or guilt. 

Peacefulness can develop into a very nourishing kindness towards 
yourself, if you first of all fully accept the presence of what you dislike. 
Keep the attention steady, and open the heart to whatever you 
experience. This does not imply approval of negative states, but allows 
them a space wherein they can come and go. 

Generating good-will toward the world beyond yourself follows 
much the same pattern. A simple way to spread kindness is to work in 
stages. Start with yourself, joining the sense of loving acceptance to the 
movement of the breath. "May I be well." Then, reflect on people you love 
and respect, and wish them well, one by one. Move on to friendly 
acquaintances, then to those towards whom you feel indifferent. "May they 
be well." Finally, bring to mind those people you fear or dislike, and 
continue to send out wishes of good-will. 

This meditation can expand, in a movement of compassion, to 
include all people in the world, in their many circumstances. And 
remember, you don't have to feel that you love everyone in order to wish 
them well! 

Kindness and compassion originate from the same source of good 
will, and they broaden the mind beyond the purely personal perspective. If 
you're not always trying to make things go the way you want them to; if 
you're more accepting and receptive to yourself and others as they are, 
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compassion arises by itself. Compassion is the natural sensitivity of the 
heart. 


Loving Kindness Practice 

As taught by Ven. Pannyavaro 

An Overview of Loving-kindness Meditation 

Loving-kindness meditation can be brought in to support the 
practice of 'bare attention' to help keep the mind open and sweet. It 
provides the essential balance to support your insight meditation practice. 

It is a fact of life that many people are troubled by difficult 
emotional states in the pressured societies we live in, but do little in terms 
of developing skills to deal with them. Yet even when the mind goes sour it 
is within most people's capacity to arouse positive feelings to sweeten it. 
Loving-kindness is a meditation practice taught by the Buddha to develop 
the mental habit of selfless or altruistic love. In the Dhammapada can be 
found the saying: "Hatred cannot coexist with loving-kindness, and 
dissipates if supplanted with thoughts based on loving-kindness." 

Loving-kindness is a meditation practice, which brings about 
positive attitudinal changes as it systematically develops the quality of 
'loving-acceptance'. It acts, as it were, as a form of self-psychotherapy, a 
way of healing the troubled mind to free it from its pain and confusion. Of 
all Buddhist meditations, loving-kindness has the immediate benefit of 
sweetening and changing old habituated negative patterns of mind. 

To put it into its context, Loving-kindness is the first of a series of 
meditations that produce four qualities of love: Friendliness (metta), 
Compassion (karuna), Appreciative Joy (mudita) and Equanimity (upekkha). 
The quality of 'friendliness' is expressed as warmth that reaches out and 
embraces others. When loving-kindness practice matures it naturally 
overflows into compassion, as one empathizes with other people's 
difficulties; on the other hand one needs to be wary of pity, as its near 
enemy, as it merely mimics the quality of concern without empathy. The 
positive expression of empathy is an appreciation of other people's good 
qualities or good fortune, or appreciative joy, rather than feelings of 


80 



Wellbriety with my Yuchi Traditions 


jealousy towards them. This series of meditations comes to maturity as 
'on-looking equanimity'. This 'engaged equanimity' must be cultivated 
within the context of this series of meditations, or there is a risk of it 
manifesting as its near enemy, indifference or aloofness. So, ultimately 
you remain kindly disposed and caring toward everybody with an equal 
spread of loving feelings and acceptance in all situations and relationships. 

How to do it. . . 

The practice always begins with developing a loving acceptance of 
yourself. If resistance is experienced then it indicates that feelings of 
unworthiness are present. No matter, this means there is work to be done, 
as the practice itself is designed to overcome any feelings of self-doubt or 
negativity. Then you are ready to systematically develop loving-kindness 
towards others. 

Four Types of Persons to develop loving-kindness towards: 

• a respected, beloved person - such as a spiritual teacher; 

• a dearly beloved - which could be a close family member or 

friend; 

• a neutral person - somebody you know, but have no special 
feelings towards, e.g.: a person who serves you in a shop; 

• a hostile person - someone you are currently having difficulty 

with. 


Starting with yourself, then systematically sending loving-kindness 
from person to person in the above order will have the effect of breaking 
down the barriers between the four types of people and yourself. This will 
have the effect of breaking down the divisions within your own mind, the 
source of much of the conflict we experience. Just a word of caution if you 
are practicing intensively. It is best if you choose a member of the same 
sex or, if you have a sexual bias to your own sex, a person of the opposite 
sex. This is because of the risk that the near enemy of loving-kindness, 
lust, can be aroused. Try different people to practice on, as some people 
do not easily fit into the above categories, but do try to keep to the 
prescribed order. 


Ways of arousing feelings of loving-kindness: 
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1. Visualization - Bring up a mental picture. See yourself or the 
person the feeling is directed at smiling back at you or just being joyous. 

2. By reflection - Reflect on the positive qualities of a person and 
the acts of kindness they have done. And to yourself, making an 
affirmation, a positive statement about yourself, using your own words. 

3. Auditory - This is the simplest way but probably the most 
effective. Repeat an internalized mantra or phrase such as 
'loving-kindness'. 

The visualizations, reflections and the repetition of loving-kindness 
are devices to help you arouse positive feelings of loving-kindness. You can 
use all of them or one that works best for you. When the positive feeling 
arise, switch from the devices to the feeling, as it is the feeling that is the 
primary focus. Keep the mind fixed on the feeling, if it strays bring it back 
to the device, or if the feelings weaken or are lost then return to the 
device, i.e. use the visualization to bring back or strengthen the feeling. 

The second stage is Directional Pervasion where you systematically 
project the aroused feeling of loving-kindness to all points of the compass: 
north, south, east and west, up and down, and all around. This directional 
pervasion will be enhanced by bringing to mind loving friends and 
like-minded communities you know in the cities, towns and countries 
around the world. 

Non-specific Pervasion tends to spontaneously happen as the 
practice matures. It is not discriminating. It has no specific object and 
involves just naturally radiating feelings of universal love. When it arises 
the practice has then come to maturity in that it has changed particular, 
preferential love, which is an attached love, to an all-embracing 
unconditional love! 

Loving-kindness is a heart meditation and should not be seen as just 
a formal sitting practice removed from everyday life. So take your good 
vibes outside into the streets, at home, at work and in your relationships. 
Applying the practice to daily life is a matter of directing a friendly 
attitude and having openness toward everybody you relate to, without 
discrimination. 
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There are as many different ways of doing it, as there are levels of 
intensity in the practice. This introduction is intended to help you 
familiarize yourself with the basic technique, so that you can become 
established in the practice before going on, if you wish, to the deeper, 
systematic practice - to the level of meditative absorption. 

This is based on the Visuddhimagga, The Path of Purification, is for 
meditators who are prepared to develop loving-kindness meditation to its 
fullest and thereby experience the deeper aspects of the practice. 

A benefit of developing the five absorption factors of concentration 
through the systematic practice is that it will counteract the Five Mental 
Hindrances of the meditator: Sensuality; that is, all forms of III Will, 
Mental inertia; Restlessness and Skeptical Doubt. When the meditator 
achieves full concentration, five absorption factors are present: the first 
two are casual factors: Applied thought and Sustained thought, followed by 
three effects: Rapture, Ease-of-mind and One-pointedness or unification of 
mind. The five absorption factors have a one-to-one correspondence to the 
five mental hindrances, or obstacles, to the meditator: Applied thought, 
by arousing energy and effort, overcomes the hindrance of sloth and 
torpor; Sustained thought, by steadying the mind, overcomes skeptical 
doubt which has the characteristic of wavering; Rapture with its uplifting 
effervescence, prevails over feelings of ill-will; Ease-of-mind, by relieving 
accumulated stress, counteracts restlessness or agitation of mind; while 
One-pointedness restrains the mind's wanderings in the sense-fields to 
inhibit sensuality. The benefit of achieving deep concentration with this 
positive mindset is that it will tend to imprint the new positive 
conditioning while overriding the old negative patterns. In this way, old 
negative habits are changed, thereby freeing one to form new, positive 
ways of relating. 

Silent Meditation 

My first introduction to mediation was from a book a friend gave 
me back in 1993. The book was written by Ashvagosha, The Awakening of 
Faith and is one of the most concise works on Mahayana Buddhism, and 
was translated at an early date from the Sanskrit to the Chinese. The 
original Sanskrit text is lost. The Awakening of Faith has been used as a 
textbook for Buddhist priests. This first translation into English; is by 
Teitaro Suzuki, one of the principal writers on Buddhism of the 20th 
century. Suzuki, a Zen Buddhist scholar, manages to convey the difficult 
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sense of this work, which sometimes requires inventive English neologisms. 
You can read it on line at: 

http://www.sacred-texts.com/bud/taf/index.htm 

How should they practice cessation [or tranquilization, camatha] 
and intellectual insight (vidarcana or vipacyana)? 

To bring all mental states that produce frivolous sophistries to a 
stand is called cessation. To understand adequately the law of causality 
and transformation is called intellectual insight. The beginner should 
practice each of them separately. But when by degrees he obtains facility 
and finally attains to perfection, the two will naturally become 
harmonized. 

Those who practice cessation should dwell in solitude (aranyaka) 
and, sitting cross-legged rectify the attitude and pacify the mind. Do not 
fix the thoughts on the breath (anapanasmrti) ; do not fix the thoughts on 
the forms (sarnjha) and colors; do not fix the thoughts on space (akaca); 
do not fix the thoughts on earth, water, fire, and ether; do not fix the 
thoughts on what you see, hear, learn, or memorize (vijhanakrtsnayatana) 
. All particularizations, imaginations and recollections should be excluded 
from consciousness, even the idea of exclusion being excluded; because 
[the suchness of] all things is uncreated, eternal, and devoid of all 
attributes (alakshana). 

[Now in the constant flux of thoughts,] that which precedes [i.e., a 
sensation] has been awakened by an external object; so the next [step to 
be taken by the practice] is to abandon the idea of an external world. 
Then that which succeeds [in that constant flux of thoughts] is elaborated 
in his own mind; so he should in turn abandon reflection [or thought]. In 
short, as his attention is distracted by the external world [outer vishaya], 
he is warned to turn it to inner consciousness [inner citta]; while as his 
retrospection in turn calls forth a succession of thoughts [or ideal 
associations], he is again warned not to attach himself to the latter; 
because, independent of suchness, they [thoughts] have no existence of 
their own. 

At all times, while moving, standing, sitting, or lying, the 
practitioner should constantly discipline himself as above stated. Gradually 
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entering the samadhi of suchness, he will finally vanquish all prejudices 
(kleca or acrava), be strengthened in faith (craddha),--and immediately 
attain to the state of never-returning (avaivartikatva). But those who are 
skeptical, sacrilegious, destitute of faith, encumbered with the hindrances 
(avarana) of karma, arrogant, or indolent, are not entitled to enter 
therein. 

And again when the practicer by virtue of his samadhi attains an 
immediate insight into the nature of the universe (dharmadhatu), he will 
recognize that the Dharmakaya of all Tathagatas and the body of all beings 
are one and the same (samata), are consubstantial (ekalakshana). On that 
account it is also called the samadhi of oneness (ekalakshanasamadhi). By 
disciplining oneself in this samadhi, one can obtain infinite samadhis 
because suchness is the source of all samadhis. 

Further, through the influence of those evil ones the practicer may 
sometimes be inordinately susceptible to dissatisfaction or delight; he may 
sometimes be too misanthropic or too philanthropic; he may sometimes be 
inclined to enjoy drowsiness; he may sometimes not sleep for a long time; 
he may sometimes be affected by diseases; be may sometimes remain 
discouraged and indolent; he may sometimes rise all on a sudden with full 
energy, but only to sink down again into languor; he may sometimes, being 
over-skeptical, not believe in anything; he may sometimes, abandoning the 
excellent religious observance, enjoy himself in frivolous occupations, 
indulge in worldly affairs, gratify his desires and inclinations; he may 
sometimes attain to the samadhi of heretics [i.e., tTrthaka] and, remaining 
in a state of trance a day or two, or even seven, and being supplied 
imaginarily with some palatable food and drink, and feeling very 
comfortable mentally and physically, he may have no sensation of hunger 
or thirst; he may sometimes be induced to enjoy female fascinations; he 
may sometimes be very irregular in taking meals, either too much or too 
little; he may sometimes look either very handsome or very ugly in 
appearance. 

If the practice gets enraptured by those visions and prejudices 
(kleca), he will lose his root of merit (kucalamula) accumulated in his 
previous existences. Therefore he should exercise a deep and thorough 
contemplation, thinking that all those [heretical states of samadhi] are the 
temptations of Maras or evil spirits that take advantage of his deficiency in 
merits and his intensity of karma-hindrances (karmavarana). 
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After this thought he should make another thought, viz., that all 
these are nothing but mental hallucinations. When he makes these 
thoughts, the visions and imaginations will instantly disappear, and, 
becoming free from all attributes [of limitation], be will enter into the 
true samadhi. He has then not only liberated himself from all modes of 
subjectivity, he has also effaced the idea of suchness. Even when he rises 
up from a deep meditation, no visionary images, no prejudices will take 
possession of in his mind, since he has destroyed the root of illusion 
through the power of the samadhi. On the contrary, he will constantly 
perform all the excellent and virtuous deeds, which are in conformity with 
suchness, while he, who now exhibiting great spiritual energy will never 
become exhausted, will remove all hindrances without exception. 

Those who do not practice this kind of samadhi will not be able to 
enter into the essence of the Tathagata, for all other samadhis practiced 
in common with the tTrthakas have invariably some attributes [of 
imperfection] and do not enable one to come into the presence of Buddhas 
and Bodhisattvas. Therefore let Bodhisattvas [who aspire to the highest 
knowledge] assiduously apply themselves to the discipline and attain to 
the perfection of this samadhi. 

Basically it all boils down to sitting with the thought of nothing, not 
even the thought of nothing. The past is hazy as a dream, and the present 
like lightning, and future is like clouds rising up suddenly. 

Centering Prayer as taught by Fr. Thomas Keating has 
revolutionized the modern church in a tremendous way. Here is how he 
explains the technique of Centering Prayer, (used by permission from 
http: / /centeringprayer.com) 

Contemplative Prayer 

We may think of prayer as thoughts or feelings expressed in words. 
But this is only one expression. In the Christian tradition Contemplative 
Prayer is considered to be the pure gift of God. It is the opening of mind 
and heart - our whole being - to God, the Ultimate Mystery, beyond 
thoughts, words, and emotions. Through grace we open our awareness to 
God whom we know by faith is within us, closer than breathing, closer than 
thinking, closer than choosing - closer than consciousness itself. 
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Centering Prayer 

Centering Prayer is a method designed to facilitate the 
development of Contemplative Prayer by preparing our faculties to receive 
this gift. It is an attempt to present the teaching of earlier times in an 
updated form. Centering Prayer is not meant to replace other kinds of 
prayer; rather it casts a new light and depth of meaning on them. It is at 
the same time a relationship with God and a discipline to foster that 
relationship. This method of prayer is a movement beyond conversation 
with Christ to communion with Him. 

Theological Background 

The source of Centering Prayer, as in all methods leading to 
Contemplative Prayer, is the indwelling Trinity: Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit. The focus of Centering Prayer is the deepening of our relationship 
with the living Christ. It tends to build communities of faith and bond the 
members together in mutual friendship and love. 

The Root of Centering Prayer 

Listening to the word of God in Scripture (Lectio Divina) is a 
traditional way of cultivating friendship with Christ. It is a way of listening 
to the texts of Scripture as if we were in conversation with Christ and He 
was suggesting the topics of conversation. The daily encounter with Christ 
and reflection on His word leads beyond mere acquaintanceship to an 
attitude of friendship, trust, and love. Conversation simplifies and gives 
way to communing. Gregory the Great (6th century) in summarizing the 
Christian contemplative tradition expressed it as “resting in God.” This 
was the classical meaning of Contemplative Prayer in the Christian 
tradition for the first sixteen centuries. 

Wisdom Saying of Jesus 

Centering Prayer is based on the wisdom saying of Jesus in the 
Sermon on the Mount : “...But when you pray, go to your inner room, close 
the door and pray to your Father in secret. And your Father who sees in 
secret will reward you” MT 6:6 It is also inspired by the writings of major 
contributors to the Christian contemplative heritage including John 
Cassian, the anonymous author of The Cloud of Unknowing, Francis de 
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Sales, Teresa of Avila, John of the Cross, Therese of Lisieux, and Thomas 
Merton. 

Centering Prayer Guidelines 

Choose a sacred word as the symbol of your intention to consent to 
God’s presence and action within. (Open Mind, Open Heart, Thomas 
Keating) 

The sacred word expresses our intention to consent to God’s 
presence and action within. 

The sacred word is chosen during a brief period of prayer to the 
Holy Spirit. Use a word of one or two syllables, such as: God, Jesus, Abba, 
Father, Mother, Mary, Amen. Other possibilities include: Love, Listen, 
Peace, Mercy, Let Go, Silence, Stillness, Faith, Trust. 

Instead of a sacred word, a simple inward glance toward the Divine 
Presence, or noticing one’s breath may be more suitable for some people. 
The same guidelines apply to these symbols as to the sacred word. 

The sacred word is sacred not because of its inherent meaning, but 
because of the meaning we give it as the expression of our intention to 
consent. 

Having chosen a sacred word, we do not change it during the prayer 
period because that would be engaging thoughts. 

Sitting comfortably and with eyes closed, settle briefly and silently 
introduce the sacred word as the symbol of your consent to God’s presence 
and action within. 

“Sitting comfortably” means relatively comfortably so as not to 
encourage sleep during the time of prayer. 

Whatever sitting position we choose, we keep the back straight. 

We close our eyes as a symbol of letting go of what is going on 
around and within us. 
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We introduce the sacred word inwardly as gently as laying a feather 
on a piece of absorbent cotton. 

Should we fall asleep upon awakening we continue the prayer. 

When engaged with your thoughts, return ever-so-gently to the 
sacred word. 

“Thoughts” is an umbrella term for every perception, including 
body sensations, sense perceptions, feelings, images, memories, plans, 
reflections, concepts, commentaries, and spiritual experiences. 

Thoughts are an inevitable, integral and normal part of Centering 

Prayer. 

By “returning over so-gently to the sacred word” a minimum of 
effort is indicated. This is the only activity we initiate during the time of 
Centering Prayer. 

During the course of Centering Prayer, the sacred word may 
become vague or disappear. 

At the end of the prayer period, remain in silence with eyes closed 
for a couple of minutes. 

The additional 2 minutes enables us to bring the atmosphere of 
silence into everyday life. 

If this prayer is done in a group, the leader may slowly recite a 
prayer such as the Lord’s Prayer while others listen. 
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Yuchi Traditional Meditation Style 


The Yuchi’s are mostly enrolled Muscogee tribal members. Prior to 
1725 when they were absorbed into the Muscogee Nation, the Yuchi’s were 
part of the Mississippian Mound culture. Our language stock is totally 
different than Muscogee but we share similar spiritual ceremonies. The 
main one is the Green Corn Ceremony. It is held at tribal towns with all 
night dancing around the sacred fire from dusk to sunrise. As well, Yuchi’s 
dance counter clockwise around the fire with the women wearing turtle 
shell shakers. The men lead the stongs in a call and response fashion. 

I was raised and taught by Elders within my family and tribe that 
tobacco was my natural gift from Creator to use for prayer. Cedar and 
Sage are also used for protection, prayers, and well being. It is our 
medicine Gohantene gave us. 

I can not tell another how to walk their own Red Road to 
Wellbriety. I know what works for me. It is a mixture of my Yuchi ways, 
buddhist ways, and my Russian Orthodox traditions. I am an ordained 
deacon. I have found a balance in my understanding of my spirituality. 
Together they are a mighty weapon against abuse. I have to use my 
Indigenous Yuchi ways along with meditation, and some other things. 
Combined it is my expression of who I am as created by Gohantene. 

I have my own private prayer area. I visit my ancestral allotment 
land still in possession with my blood relatives. My extended cousins have 
started sacred grounds. One is the Euchee Butterfly Farm, the other is 
Wealaka Water Camp. I can walk the land that my great-great 
grandfather, Samuel W. Brown, sat aside for his children. One of them my 
grandfather. I can walk this land that has been in my families possession 
since the late 1800’s. 

I can touch 400+ year old trees that my relations have touched or 
played around for over 100 years. Appreciating this along with me be3ing 
sober, I am carrying on over 100 continued years of spiritual use with this 
land. That is powerful and where I can focus all my energies in a 
traditional Indigenous manner. Praying, meditating and just being on this 
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land renews me inside and out! I would be lost without my traditional 
culture and values. Now made more alive through the Red Road of 
Wellbriety. 
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Yuchi imagery above. 


92 





















Wellbriety with my Yuchi Traditions 
The Yuchi’s in Oklahoma 

Taken from CHRONICLES OF OKLAHOMA, VOL 37 pgs 480-501, The Yuchi’s 
Children of the Sun, by Carolyn Thomas Foreman. 

Samuel W. Brown Sr., Chief of the Yuchi Tribe 


A prominent member of the Yuchi in the Creek Nation, after the removal 
to the Indian territory, was Chief Samuel W. Brown, Sr., who was born in 
Van Buren, Arkansas, in June 1843. He was the eldest son of S. W. 
Williams, a lieutenant in the United States Army. Brown's mother called 
Suttah was a sister of Chief Tissoso of the Yuchi. She was the 
granddaughter of Cosenna Barnard or "Cussinne Barnett", a prominent 
leader among the Yuchi. 

The subject of this sketch obtained his name from the trustee of the 
school which he attended-- S. C. Brown, prominent Indian who took an 
interest in the boy. After attending the neighborhood school for a short 
time, Sam went to Tullahassee Mission in the Creek Nation. He remained in 
school at Tullahassee for six or seven years but finally left, owing to ill 
health, and went to New Mexico in 1860, with a cattleman named 
Warfield. When Samuel Brown returned to the Creek Nation, he found his 
country in a state of great excitement owing to the Civil War, his own 
relatives and many of the Yuchi having gone north to Kansas with 
Opothleyahola's followers. Young Brown joined the Confederate forces for 
self protection and remained until 1863 when he, too, left for the North 
and joined the Federal Army. In describing his experiences in the Civil War 
many years later, he declared: "We had some pretty good scrapping....We 
were supposed to be Infantry, called Company K, Indian Home Guard, but 
always had horses. We were always fighters." 

Samuel W. Brown returned to the Creek Nation, Indian Territory, in 1868, 
and married Miss Neosho Parthena Porter in September of this same year. 
She was the daughter of Mr. Hiram Harvey Porter of New York and Mrs. 
Porter who before her marriage was Miss Rachel McKellop of Scottish and 
Indian descent. Mr. and Mrs. Brown became the parents of five children, 
Madison H., Rachel W., Celestia Annie, Samuel W. Jr., and Neosho. 

In 1867, Samuel W. Brown became chief of the Yuchi for they still held 
themselves as a distinctive tribe. Their "town", or community, was in the 
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Northwestern part of the Creek Nation where they spoke their own 
language among themselves and observed traditional ceremonial in their 
own square grounds. At the same time, the Yuchi were regularly organized 
as citizens of the Creek Nation and had a part in the Creek government. 
Chief Brown was prominent among the leaders in the Nation. In the same 
year that he became chief of the Yuchi 1867, he was elected to represent 
his home "town" in the House of Kings Senate in the Creek National Council 
legislature, in which position he served by re-election for several different 
terms up into the 1890's. He was elected in this period for one term as a 
member of the House of Warriors, of the lower House, in the Creek 
Council. During 1880-11882, he and William McCombs were 
superintendents of the Creek national school. Before this, Chief Brown had 
been appointed and served as district judge about three years in the 
Nation. He was treasurer of the Creek Nation from 1883 to 1887. 

Among several cattle ranches in operation in the early 1880's, in the region 
of Wealaka Mission site near present Leonard, Tulsa County, were ranches 
owned by Chief Brown and by Pleasant Porter who was later voted as 
Principal Chief of the Creek Nation. By 1890, Chief Brown was a man of 
property having 700 head of cattle, 60 stock horses and mules; about 200 
acres of land under fence, a comfortable house, garden and orchard. At 
this time, Chief Brown and his wife belonged to the Baptist Church, and 
they saw to it that their children attended the best schools in the Nation. 
Described as a man of "gentlemanly appearance...chief of the Euchee 
band--a tribe remarkable for its distinctiveness." Chief Brown remained 
close to his people and always observed the old Yuchi religious and social 
ceremonial, his home place on his ranch where he lived for over forty-five 
years was about one and half miles west of present Jenks in Tulsa County. 
His permanent residence was a large dwelling erected about 1885-6. 

Jeremiah Curtin, the celebrated linguist and philologist, spent some time 
in the home of Chief and Mrs. Brown while he was doing research in the 
Indian Territory in 1883-84. Curtin afterward wrote about his experience of 
looking for a boarding place for himself and his life; The only possible one 
was at an unfinished house in a clump of trees, the home of Sam Brown, a 
half breed Yuchi. both Brown and his wife had been educated at the 
mission; they spoke English, and he was willing to assist me in learning 
Yuchi. The Yuchi tribe live about six miles from Wealaka. Mr. Brown sent 
for an old man reputed to be wise, and before evening I had the creation 
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story of the Yuchis, the children of the Sun. As the house was unfinished, 
the rooms were cold and untidy. At times as many as a dozen Indians sat 
huddled around the little stove in my room, an unkept crowd.... 

I stayed about a month at Wealaka. I took down a large vocabulary, 
studied the grammar, and obtained a few valuable myths. When ready to 
leave, I found considerable trouble in getting started. There was no stage; 
the mail was brought either in a light wagon, or by a man on horseback. At 
last I hired an American, by the name of Kinney, to take us to Muskogee in 
his freight wagon. In the Indian country, all the travelling is done on 
horseback. 

A busy trading center grew up at Wealaka which was established as a post 
office on April 18, 1880, with W. T. Davis as postmaster. In the same year 
Tullahassee Mission, a large boarding school in the Creek Nation located 
north of present Muskogee, was accidentally destroyed by fire, and 
citizens west near Wealaka planned a new school in their growing 
community. The Creek Council provided the establishment of the school, 
and a handsome three-story brick building was completed in 1881, called 
Wealaka Mission. The Reverend Robert Loughridge was superintendent of 
this Creek national school from 1881-1884. The site of the Mission was in a 
beautiful location on high ground overlooking the valley of a bend in the 
Arkansas River. "Jeff" Davis had come into this country after the Civil War 
and built his home and a store at this location. Pleasant Porter whose 
ranch was in the vicinity called the place "Fairview," and it is reported that 
it was known locally for a time by this name, but it is given as "Wealaka" in 
the records when established as a post office in 1880. The location of the 
Davis store was chosen as the site of the new school, and he was paid 
$600.00 for this location. At the time, Chief Samuel W. Brown, Sr., bought 
out the Davis store, and also bought the old neighborhood school building 
less than a half-mile southeast, often called "Mrs. Turner's school." Chief 
Brown put a new square front on the building and a large lean-to porch on 
the south and kept his store here. This was a good business location for the 
wagon road to Muskogee ran right in front of the building which faced east. 
Chief Brown was always proud that he was appointed postmaster at 
Wealaka by the Post Office Department in the early 1880's, and he kept his 
"sheepskin" or certificate for the rest of his life to prove his appointment 
and service. Chief Brown was trustee of Wealaka Boarding School in 1892 
to 1894, and also 1986. 
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Though Samuel W. Brown, Sr., was chief of the Yuchi and held many high 
offices in the Creek Nation, he took greatest pride in the fact that he was 
responsible for the founding of the "Euchee Boarding School" which was 
built on the east side of Sapulpa and first opened for Yuchi boys and girls 
in 1894. Chief Brown in his last years pointed to this school saying that he 
looked on it as the monument to his life's work. He said that he had fought 
for three years in the Nation Council for the establishment of this school 
and after the appropriation was made, he selected the site and had the 
building erected. Others who were instrumental in securing the 
establishment of the school were Noah Gregory, Henry Land and William 
Sapulpa, all of whom served as superintendent at different times. Gregory 
was the first superintendent, and Chief Brown later served as 
superintendent. Brown was justified in his pride of the institution 
described as follows: 

The school is approached today through an avenue of beautiful flowering 
catalpa trees. The buildings are in excellent repair, all snowy white. The 
grounds are well landscaped with nicely trimmed hedges and brilliant 
flower beds. Through the grounds, where the grass is cut just as it should 
be, run gravel driveways. The native blackjacks have been supplemented 
with other trees that flourish in this climate. 

A herd of thoroughbred Holstein cows graze in a pasture adjoining these 
grounds, while the garden, the orchard and vineyards maya be seen in the 
rear.... 

Supt. 0. A. Wright came to the school this year 1929 from the southern 
part of the state. Many buildings have been added and great improvement 
made since Mr. Wright was in Sapulpa 23 years ago. Even then there had 
been changes since Noah, Gregory, first superintendent, took charge when 
the school was opened 10 years before. 

This was when the woodland surrounding the school looked like an Indian 
village toward opening in September and again at closing around the first 
of June. Parents came, drove their ponies for miles and camped for several 
days before starting back. 

Mr. Brown rode all over the nation persuading parents to send their 
children for education, and carried away a little boy behind him on his 
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horse to the school.It is as a horseman that the old-timers always think 

of him. For many years he was a familiar figure throughout the Creek 
Nation on his white pony, he continued to ride his pony until 1920 when he 
suffered a dislocated hip from helping to push an auto out of the mud, 
since he has had to depend upon an automobile to carry him around, and 
uses crutches in walking. 

During the time that Chief Samuel W. Brown, Sr., served on the Board of 
Education in the Creek Nation, two orphan homes were established; one 
for Indian children near Okmulgee and the other for Negro children on 
Pecan Creek. Even in his advanced years, Chief Brown of the Yuchi was 
keenly interested in Indian government and tribal affairs. He was 
considered an authority on Indian tribal matters, especially on the Yuchi. 
He had much data in what he called his "book of figures," and his 
wonderful memory enabled him to tell many stories relating to Indian life 
and legend. One time in a interview that was later published, Chief Brown 
related that the campaign of his neighbor and friend, Pleasant Porter who 
was elected Principal Chief of the Creek Nation in 1899, was much life the 
elections of white people elsewhere, with "conventions, big speeches and 
everything." This published interview continues: 

Porter had a big two-day barbecue in a grove in the eastern part of 
Sapulpa, just south of the high school, for campaign purposes, just a little 
while before the election. 

Other men who took part in this campaign were Moty Tiger, Joe Bruner, 
Henry Land and Jim and Will Sapulpa. One well-known warrior, Buck Trot, 
had such a hilarious time with the aid of fire-water that they had to tie 
him down at some distance so that the speeches might be heard. Families 
came and camped and there was much excitement. The women took little 
interest in the proceedings, but they kept the "sofke" pot boiling. "Indian 
women don't vote," remarked Chief Brown. "They cook." Indian boys 
attained their majority at 18. They voted at specified places by word of 
mouth and their vote was recorded by clerks. 

Yuchi Chief S. W. Brown has been described "a dedicated man, an advisor 
to many of the chiefs of the Muskogee Creek Nation." 

While treasurer of that nation, he spent over $14,000.00 of his own money, 
aiding the indian government, and although the National Council approved 
repayment of this money and Chief recommended it be paid, he finally 
received only half of the amount due him. I have documents of proof, 
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including copies of the letters and approval of the Council.His ledgers 

are full of unpaid accounts. He never refused an Indian or a white man in 
his store. 

A friend of Chief Brown for many years--Peter Veichman of Ardmore, 
Oklahoma-declared that the Chief was well informed concerning the 
history of "Euchee Tribe". 

In a little book which he always carried in his pocket, he kept a record of 
all the dates of birth of each member, the dates of all marriages, and the 
names; also, any other dates of any importance. Anyone wishing to obtain 
information about the tribe always went to Brown. When asked about a 
member, his first remarks were usually, "Let's see, they were a cousin of 
mine." Then to his pocket after the little book, in order to tell when and 
where they were born, who were married and when, and the names of 
members of the particular family. 

Yuchi Chief Brown, Sr., maintained his home near Jenks where he kept 
"the trophies of his long eventful life" for he lived to the age of ninety-two 
years. One who knew him well described him as low, heavy set man with a 
fair complexion. In 1916, he gave over the chieftaincy to his son, Samuel 
William Brown, Jr., who in his turn was a leader of the Yuchi for many 
years. The father and the son worked together for the best interest of 
their people, and the last few years of the old Chief's life was spent in the 
home of his son at Sapulpa, his death occurring there on February 30, 
1935. Two funerals were held for him. The Indian tribal funeral lasted all 
day at the Little Cussetah Church three miles northeast of Sapulpa. There 
were all day services of burial ceremonies and feasting, and the leading 
men of four tribes paid him homage; Creek, Yuchi, Cherokee and Osage. As 
he was a veteran of the Union Army, members of the Grand Army of the 
Republic organization attended these rites. The next day another funeral 
was held in Sapulpa where he is buried. 

O'Beirne, Indian Territory pg 187-189 

SAMUEL W. BROWN 

The subject of this sketch was born in June, 1843, at Van Buren, Arkansas, 
the eldest son of S. W. Williams, a lieutenant in the United States army. 
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His mother was a granddaughter of Cussine Barnett, of Euchee fame, one 
of the most prominent men of his day among that tribe, and part Scotch by 
blood. The subject of this sketch obtained his name from the trustee of 
the school which he attended--S. C. Brown, a prominent lndian--who took 
a great interest in Sam. After attending the neighborhood school for a 
short time, Sam went to the Tallahassee Mission, Creek nation. Here he 
remained six or seven years, and left, owing to ill health, taking a trip to 
New Mexico with a cattleman named Warfield. In 1862 he returned, to find 
the country in a state of excitement, induced by the outbreak of the Civil 
War. He accordingly joined the Confederate army for self-protection, his 
relatives having all gone North. He remained in the service until 1863, 
when he went North and joined the Federal service, remaining with it until 
the end. In 1866 he returned to the Creek Nation, and in September 
married Miss Neosho Porter, daughter of a Mr. Porter from New York, who 
married a Miss McKellop, of Scotch and Indian descent. By this marriage he 
had five children B Madison II, born January 9, 1869; Rachel S., December 
30, 1871; Celestia Annie, September 24, 1874; Samuel W., June 9, 1879, 
and Neosho, December 3, 1882. In 1967 Mr. Brown was elected a member 
of the House of Kings, which office he held for eight years, during which 
time he was appointed district judge, holding the position for three years, 
after which he was obliged to resign, owing to ill health. In 1875 he was 
re-elected to the House of Kings, and served until 1881. In 1882 he became 
treasurer, and held the office for four years. In 1881 he embarked in the 
mercantile business at Wealaka, and continued until 1891, when he sold 
out to Esparhecher, one of the late candidates for principal chief. From 
1887 to 1891 he was a member of the House of Warriors, and from that 
went to the House of Kings. Mr. Brown has 700 head of stock cattle, 60 
head of stock horses and mules, and about 200 acres of land under fence 
and chiefly in good cultivation. He has also a comfortable home, 
containing garden and orchard. He is a member of the Baptist Church, and 
his children are receiving a good education at the principal schools of the 
nation. Mr. Brown is about five feet six inches, of gentlemanly appearance, 
and a man of considerable prominence in the Creek Nation. He is looked 
upon as chief of the Euchee band tribe remarkable for its distinctiveness. 

Samuel W. Brown returned to the Creek Nation, Indian Territory, and 
married Miss Neosho Parthena Porter. She was the daughter of Mr. Hiram 
Harvey Porter of New York and Mrs. Porter who before her marriage was 
Miss Rachel McKellop of Scottish and Indian descent. Mr. and Mrs. Brown 
became the parents of five children, Madison H., Rachel W., Celestia 
Annie, Samuel W. Jr., and Neosho. 
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In 1867, Samuel W. Brown became chief of the Yuchi for they still held 
themselves as a distinctive tribe. Their "town", or community, was in the 
Northwestern part of the Creek Nation where they spoke their own 
language among themselves and observed traditional ceremonials in their 
own square grounds. At the same time, the Yuchi were regularly organized 
as citizens of the Creek Nation and had a part in the Creek government. 

Chief Brown was prominent among the leaders in the Nation. In the same 
year that he became chief of the Yuchi 1867, he was elected to represent 
his home "town" in the House of Kings Senate in the Creek National Council 
legislature, in which position he served by re-election for several different 
terms up into the 1890's. He was elected in this period for one term as a 
member of the House of Warriors, of the lower House in the Creek Council. 
During 1880-1882, he and William McCombs were superintendents of the 
Creek national school. Before this, Chief Brown had been appointed and 
severed as district judge about three years in the Nation. He was treasurer 
of the Creek Nation from 1883 to 1887. 

Chief Brown turned the chieftaincy to his son in 1916. He died at Sapulpa 
on February 30, 1935. 

Henry Rowe Schoolcraft, In his Massive six-volume History, Condition, and 
Prospects of the Indian Tribes of the United States, quotes an account by 
R.M. Loughridge, Creek missionary and joint-author of a dictionary of the 
Creek language, who was allowed to see the plates ancient brass plates 
passed down by the Yuchi Chiefs. He related: 

The old Chief Tukabatchee Mikko, came out and said that I could see 
them, on condition that I would not touch them. They profess to believe, 
that if a person who has not been consecrated for the purpose, by fasting 
or other exercises, six or eight days,, should touch them, he would 
certainly die, and sickness or some great calamity would befall the town, 
for similar reasons, he said it was unlawful for a woman to look at them. 
The old chief then conducted me into the square, or public ground, where 
the plates had been laid out for my inspection. There were 7 in all, 3 brass 
and 4 copper plates. 

The brass plates are circular, very thin, and are, respectively about 12, 14, 
and 18 inches in diameter. The middle sized one has 2 letters or rather a 
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double letter near its centre, about 1/4 of an inch in length; thus /E very 
well executed as if done by a stamp. This was the only appearance of 
writing which I could discern on any of them. 

The 4 copper plates or strips are from 4 to 6 inches in width, and from 
1-1/2 to 2 feet in length. There is nothing remarkable about them. Like 
the brass plates, they are very thin, and appear as if they had been cut out 
of some copper kettle or other vessel.9 

Swanton wrote in 1914 that the plates had been kept in a box back of the 
mico's seat. At that time he talked to the Chief of the town about them 
and was told that even the Chief could not handle them without becoming 
sick. Theethnologist wrote that "when I drew outlines of the plates from 
my memory of Adair's figures he recommended that I tear them up and 
throw them away or ill would certainly befall me before I got home." 10 

One day, after I knew Chief Brown's relationship to the town of 
Tukabatchee, I asked him if he had ever seen the famous Tukabatchee 
plates. "Oh yes," he said quite casually without elaboration. I could not 
gather sufficient courage to ask if he knew where they were at that time. 

The Shawano were leaders in a secret organization known in the 19 
century as the "Order of the four Roads," which accepted members on an 
individual basis and provided training contributing to the intellectual and 
physical growth of the neophyte, women were accepted as members. This 
organization was similar to the "Freemasons" in so many details that many 
people thought it had been patterned on this order. It was known to exist 
among some 40 Tribes and related to the "Great Medicine Society," which 
had members throughout the algonquin and Siouan Tribes of the old 
Northwest. 

Knowing I was a Mason, Chief Brown spoke to me about the secret 
organizations of which the Yuchis had been part in greater detail than he 
would have otherwise. Nevertheless, what he had to say in this regard was 
carefully weighed and imparted only to the limited extent he felt 
absolutely necessary for me to understand the role of these organizations 
in Tribal relationships. More precisely, perhaps, he told me only enough to 
allow me to learn more on my own. 

On several occasions, he told me bits of information from which, 
augmented with details I have since learned elsewhere, the following 
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narration can be pieced. Chief Samuel W. Brown, Sr. led a company of 
Yuchi men to join the "Union Army" after the band of Confederate 
renegades known as "Quantrell's Raiders" attacked the Yuchi settlement, 
destroyed many of their homes, stole their horses and other property and 
killed some of the people including Brown's mother, SUTTAH. The Yuchi 
leader was commissioned a "Captain" in the U.S. Army. While in the Army 
he became acquainted with several Masons and joined that order. After 
the end of the war, Brown was one of a small group of Masons to organize 
the first lodge of the order in what was to become Oklahoma. 

One day Chief Brown visited the Columbus Museum. C. Dexter Jordan, 
chairman of the museum board of directors, was showing him his treasured 
3-volume original edition of the McKenney and Hall History of the American 
Indians with its magnificent lithographs printed in the 1840's from portraits 
of Indian Leaders who had visited Washington from time to time since 
Thomas Jefferson's administration. The Yuchi Chief obviously enjoyed 
seeing them and studying the clothing and accessories of the subjects. He 
pointed out the portrait of "TIMPOOCHEE BARNARD" to me. 

The portraits of the Creek Chiefs held his attention for a long time as he 
commented on leaders whom his father Chief Samuel William Brown, Sr. 
had known personally, including "OPOTHLEYOHOLO" and "MANAWAH." 

He turned the pages commenting on such things as face paint and ear 
ornaments. He said some people were shown with too much paint or 
incorrect configuration. Others had several silver teardrop pendants 
hanging from the rims of their ears when they "should have had only 3." 
Mr. Jordan and I watched and listened intently to this remarkable 
demonstration of traditional knowledge. Eventually the chief lingered over 
one page for a while. He looked to see if I was watching. He pointed the 
the page saying: "This man is wearing everything just as he should. Read 
about him when you have time." I did so, his name was TAIOMAH. 
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Publishers Preface 


The combined offspring of Samuel W. Brown, exists still upon the Indian 
allotted land first given to Sam and his many offspring. From this lineage, 
the land has remained protected and as natural as it was over a 100 years 
ago. 

Recently we walked among 33 acres of the 800+ acres still surviving within 
our families lineage. The majestic blackjack trees stalwartly planted and 
well over a hundred years old. The trees still remain. We touched that tree 
and felt an electric charge flow through my body. We could see our 
grandfather and all his sisters and brothers (our great aunts and uncles) 
playing and possibly touching the same tree I did. 

It warms our heart to offer this biographical sketch of my great great 
grandfather and a little bit of history of both the Yuchi’s and Wealaka. 

To also be a part of the remaining cousins, some double cousins, are 
keeping with the traditions of the Yuchi. Carrying forward the mission and 
character of Sam Brown. We definitely come from strong stock. We have a 
passion to preserve the land and heritage Sam left to us. 

Mark Maxey Bill Breckenridge 



Blackjack trees at Wealaka 
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The Beginnings 


Where does one start when so much time and memories have eroded over 
100 years. Luckily for us, Sam was one of the first members of the 
Oklahoma Historical Society. He bequeathed over 30 boxes of paperwork, 
pictures, and valuable Yuchi history forever preserved. As well I personally 
rely upon my cousin, Bill Breckenridge, who has lived at the families 
Wealaka Camp area since 1972. His vast knowledge of Yuchi, Muskogean 
and archaeological research adds more to the wealth of information we 
have. 

Sam was born 9 June 1867 near Bixby, Oklahoma. His Creek Census Card 
#15, Roll #2963. 

He had many children, and some of them we still have never met or their 
offspring. It was very normal during this time and especially with 
Indigenous tribes. A Chief had many children as it increased the Yuchi rolls 
and left a lineage of a Wind clan chief. 

The 1895 Creek Census listed this: Euchee Town - Compiled by Samuel W. 
Brown, Town King: Mar. 16, 1895. This is important as it is historical data 
that shows his relationship to the Tribal town and the counting of Yuchi’s. 

His children we know of are: from the Dawes Rolls 1898 


Samuel W. Brown 

56 

M 

1/2 

2958 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Jennie E. Brown 

40 

F 

1/4 

2959 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Bessie Brown 

9 

F 

3/8 

2960 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Alice Brown 

4 

F 

3/8 

2961 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Susan Brown 

2 

F 

3/8 

2962 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Samuel W. Brown Jr. 

19 

M 

1/2 

2963 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 
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Neosho P. Brown 

16 

F 

1/2 

2964 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Samuel Edward Steele 

9 

M 

1/2 

2965 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Lena N. Steele 

4 

F 

1/2 

2966 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 

Jennie Brown 

12 

F 

1/2 

2967 

Creek by Blood 

Card 915 


When Neosho Parthene Brown was born on September 8, 1882, her father, 
Samuel, was 39, and her mother, Neosho, was 34. She married Eugene 
Brackville Maxey on March 15, 1902. They had seven children in 12 years. 
She died on August 11, 1971, in Bixby, Oklahoma, at the age of 88, and 
was buried in Tulsa, Oklahoma. All of her children knew well and spent 
time with S. W. Brown, Sr. 

Neosho P. Maxey, nee Brown, was my great grandmother. Her children 
were: Simeon Casey Maxey (1903-1970), Eugene W. Maxey (1904-1987) 
Pleasant M. Maxey (1907-1993), Israel Porter Maxey (1909-1990), Neosho P. 
Maxey (1911-2008), Cecil Samuel Maxey (1913-1937), Maxine May Maxey 
(1915-1998). I trace my lineage from my grandfather, Israel Maxey. Bill 
Breckenridge traces his lineage from Maxine May Maxey, his grandmother. 

Interesting thing is that Simeon and Israel both married sisters. My 
grandfather married Ora Mrytle Smith, and Simeon married Bernice 
Katherine Smith. So Simeon’s and Israel's offspring shared double cousins 
on both sides of their parents. To be honest, I am glad we follow the old 
Indigenous ways by calling our elders Auntie and Uncle and all our lineage 
relations are referred by the term cousin. Our cousins presently range 
somewhere between 20-55 persons, of which we still are not in touch with 
everyone. Recently we found we have even more relation. 

So let’s back up a bit. 9 children of record (1898 Dawes Roll) all born 
before 1900. Living in Wealaka, present day Leonard Oklahoma. But back 
then it was still called Indian Territory and not even a state until 1907. The 
children would play near or in the Arkansas river, roamed the 160 acres 
that Sam Brown, Sr. owned. The children grew up with the Yuchi and 
Muscogee languages. It was said that Sam spoke more than 6 different 
languages from tribes in Indian Territory. This ability was used by the first 
oil producers in the state. He would help talk about mineral leasing to the 
six tribes of the languages he spoke. He was the first Indigenous petroleum 
landman securing leases for the oil companies. 


105 




Mark Maxey 


The importance of the Yuchi traditions and lineage weighed heavy upon 
Sam’s shoulders. Not only raising his children around the sacred fires, but 
teaching the ancient medicines found in herbs and plants. He also kept a 
ledger handy so he could record all the new Yuchi babies being born into 
the tribe. This would equate to the reason of him reporting such with the 
Creek Census. His children were raised upon the Polecat grounds for the 
Green Corn Ceremony. He insured that the language was passed on to his 
children. When he died, over 30 Chiefs of various tribes attended his 
funeral. He was a revered Chief, leader, entrepreneur, and a great father. 

He was elected to represent his home "town" in the House of Kings 
(Senate) in the Creek National Council (legislature), in which position he 
served by re-election for several different terms up into the 1890's. He was 
elected in this period for one term as a member of the House of Warriors, 
of the lower House, in the Creek Council. During 1880-11882, he and 
William McCombs were superintendents of the Creek national school. 
Before this, Chief Brown had been appointed and served as district judge 
about three years in the Nation. He was treasurer of the Creek Nation from 
1883 to 1887. 1 

In 1867, Samuel W. Brown became chief of the Yuchi for they still held 
themselves as a distinctive tribe. Their "town", or community, was in the 
Northwestern part of the Creek Nation where they spoke their own 
language among themselves and observed traditional ceremonial in their 
own square grounds. At the same time, the Yuchi were regularly organized 
as citizens of the Creek Nation and had a part in the Creek government. 2 3 

3 Chief Brown, the younger (Jr.), described to me the formal transfer of the 
chieftainship from his father to himself. He said that had not been 
informed of the council's decision even when his father called for all the 
Yuchis to assemble on the old ceremonial ground about one mile east of 
the present one at Kellyville. He said the people gathered on the ground 
with the men sitting in their designated places beneath the three arbors. 
The old chief (S.W. Brown, Sr.) took his position beside the center pole in 
the west arbor. He spoke to the people telling them that the time had 


1 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 487 

2 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 487 

3 North American Sun Kings : Keepers of the Flame, Joseph B. Mahan, ISAC 
Press; First Edition edition (October 1, 1992) 
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come when he should no longer expect them to rely on his enfeebled 
leadership and that he had asked the council to select someone in his 
place and that they had done so. With this, he turned and placed his 
buckskin jacket, replete with beaded Yuchi artwork, on the seat he had 
just vacated. He then went to his son, led him to the seat and handed him 
the jacket. The transfer had been completed. 

Almost twenty years passed during which the elder chief lived and 
continued to work with his son on behalf of their tribe. He was a 32 nd. 
Degree Mason, the last surviving Union Army officer in Oklahoma, and, 
among many other achievements, had been an original member of the 
Creek House of Kings and served a term as treasurer of the Creek Nation. 
At two funerals several of the organizations of which he had been a 
member accorded him traditional honors. These included the Masonic 
Order and the Sons of the Grand Army of the Republic in addition to the 
Creek National Council and the Yuchi Tribe. 

Among several cattle ranches in operation in the early 1880's, in the region 
of Wealaka Mission site near present Leonard, Tulsa County, were ranches 
owned by Chief Brown and by Pleasant Porter who was later voted as 
Principal Chief of the Creek Nation. By 1890, Chief Brown was a man of 
property having 700 head of cattle, 60 stock horses and mules; about 200 
acres of land under fence, a comfortable house, garden and orchard. At 
this time, Chief Brown and his wife belonged to the Baptist Church, and 
they saw to it that their children attended the best schools in the Nation. 
Described as a man of "gentlemanly appearance...chief of the Euchee 
band--a tribe remarkable for its distinctiveness." Chief Brown remained 
close to his people and always observed the old Yuchi religious and social 
ceremonial, his home place on his ranch where he lived for over forty-five 
years was about one and half miles west of present Jenks in Tulsa County. 
His permanent residence was a large dwelling erected about 1885-6. 4 

An important part of the recorded history is the town and area known as 
Wealaka. 

A busy trading center grew up at Wealaka which was established as a post 
office on April 18, 1880, with W. T. Davis as postmaster. In the same year 
Tullahassee Mission, a large boarding school in the Creek Nation located 
north of present Muskogee, was accidentally destroyed by fire, and 


4 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 487 
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citizens west near Wealaka planned a new school in their growing 
community. The Creek Council provided the establishment of the school, 
and a handsome three-story brick building was completed in 1881, called 
Wealaka Mission. The Reverend Robert Loughridge was superintendent of 
this Creek national school from 1881-1884. The site of the Mission was in a 
beautiful location on high ground overlooking the valley of a bend in the 
Arkansas River. "Jeff" Davis had come into this country after the Civil War 
and built his home and a 
store at this location. 

Pleasant Porter whose ranch 
was in the vicinity called the 
place "Fairview," and it is 
reported that it was known 
locally for a time by this 
name, but it is given as 
"Wealaka" in the records 
when established as a post 
office in 1880. 

The picture is of: Wealaka 
Mission, Leonard, 1881 / Vinson 
Lackey, 

https://collections.gilcrease.org/obiect/01271443 

The location of the Davis store was chosen as the site of the new school, 
and he was paid $600.00 for this location. At the time, Chief Samuel W. 
Brown, Sr., bought out the Davis store, and also bought the old 
neighborhood school building less than a half-mile southeast, often called 
"Mrs. Turner's school." Chief Brown put a new square front on the building 
and a large lean-to porch on the south and kept his store here. This was a 
good business location for the wagon road to Muskogee ran right in front of 
the building which faced east. Chief Brown was always proud that he was 
appointed postmaster at Wealaka by the Post Office Department in the 
early 1880's, and he kept his "sheepskin" (or certificate for the rest of his 
life to prove his appointment and service. Chief Brown was trustee of 
Wealaka Boarding School 5 in 1892 to 1894, and also 1986. 6 



5 http://blogoklahoma.us/place.aspx7icH141 

6 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 488 
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Though Samuel W. Brown, Sr., was chief of the Yuchi and held many high 
offices in the Creek Nation, he took greatest pride in the fact that he was 
responsible for the founding of the "Euchee Boarding School" which was 
built on the east side of Sapulpa and first opened for Yuchi boys and girls 
in 1894. Chief Brown in his last years pointed to this school saying that he 
looked on it as the monument to his life's work. He said that he had fought 
for three years in the Nation Council for the establishment of this school 
and after the appropriation was made, he selected the site and had the 
building erected. Others who were instrumental in securing the 
establishment of the school were Noah Gregory, Henry Land and William 
Sapulpa, all of whom served as superintendent at different times. Gregory 
was the first superintendent, and Chief Brown later served as 
superintendent. Brown was justified in his pride of the institution 
described as follows: 

The school is approached today through an avenue of beautiful 
flowering catalpa trees. The buildings are in excellent repair, all 
snowy white. The grounds are well landscaped with nicely trimmed 
hedges and brilliant flower beds. Through the grounds, where the 
grass is cut just as it should be, run gravel driveways. The native 
blackjacks have been supplemented with other trees that flourish 

in this climate. 7 



The boys of Euchee: Mission 
school long gone, but former 
students won't forget 

http:// bit.lv/20x7110 Tulsa 
World,, Feb. 16, 2000 


During the time that Chief Samuel W. Brown, Sr., served on the Board of 
Education in the Creek Nation, two orphan homes were established; one 
for Indian children near Okmulgee and the other for Negro children on 
Pecan Creek. Even in his advanced years, Chief Brown of the Yuchi was 
keenly interested in Indian government and tribal affairs. He was 
considered an authority on Indian tribal matters, especially on the Yuchi. 
He had much data in what he called his "book of figures," and his 


7 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 488 
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wonderful memory enabled him to tell many stories relating to Indian life 
and legend. One time in a interview that was later published, Chief Brown 
related that the campaign of his neighbor and friend, Pleasant Porter who 
was elected Principal Chief of the Creek Nation in 1899, was much life the 
elections of white people elsewhere, with "conventions, big speeches and 

everything." 8 

Euchee Indian Boarding 
School 9 



Samuel Brown, Jr. was born June 9, 1879, near the Old Creek Agency, four 
miles west of Muskogee, Oklahoma. He was sent to school at Eufaula but 
had a fight with three Creeks, soundly thrashed them, and ran away. After 
the death of his mother, in 1897 he lived with two great uncles, 
Sakasenney (Little Bear) and Sincohah (Fus Hudge). They were cattle ranch 
operators and the young Brown worked for them for awhile as a cowboy. 

Through the years Chief Brown managed to procure an education in the 
Indian schools and became proficient in speaking five languages of the 
civilized tribes. His services were in demand as an interpreter and his 
association, with attorneys and courts taught him that the white man was 
exploiting his Indian kinsmen. Dedicating his life to his people, he made 
trips to Washington in their behalf. In his later life he became quite 
wealthy. 10 

Yuchi Chief Brown, Sr., maintained his home near Jenks where he kept 
"the trophies of his long eventful life" for he lived to the age of ninety-two 
years. One who knew him well described him as low, heavy set man with a 


8 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 489 

9 http://sites.rootsweb.com/~okcreek/schools/euchee.htm 

10 https://www.genealogv.com/forum/general/topics/ai/24529/ 
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fair complexion. In 1916, he gave over the chieftaincy to his son, Samuel 
William Brown, Jr., who in his turn was a leader of the Yuchi for many 
years. The father and the son worked together for the best interest of 
their people, and the last few years of the old Chiefs life was spent in the 
home of his son at Sapulpa, his death occurring there on February 30, 
1935. Two funerals were held for him. The Indian tribal funeral lasted all 
day at the Little Cussetah Church three miles northeast of Sapulpa. There 
were all day services of burial ceremonies and feasting, and the leading 
men of four tribes paid him homage; Creek, Yuchi, Cherokee and Osage. As 
he was a veteran of the Union Army, members of the Grand Army of the 
Republic organization attended these rites. The next day another funeral 
was held in Sapulpa where he is buried. 11 


11 Chronicles of Oklahoma, Volume 37, number 4; page 492 
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Mark’s Recollection 



Butch McIntosh at the Pow Wow of Champions hosted by The Intertribal Indian 
Club of Tulsa at the QuikTrip Center in Tulsa, Okla., Aug. 11, 2007. \ Brandi 
Simons / AP 


LAWTON, Okla.-Colors of beaded regalia swirled in the rhythm of the 
sacred drum beating as the singers pray for our people. This past weekend, 
I attended the Yellowfish Family Pow Wow in this town. Lawton is about 
one-and-a-half hours southeast of Oklahoma City and home to Fort Sill 
army base. The family pow wow was started in the 1970s when relatives 
returned from the Vietnam war. It has been a Memorial Day weekend 
tradition ever since. 


In all my travels with pow wows across the state of Oklahoma, this one 
most reminded me of my youth in Broken Arrow 12 , Okla. Broken Arrow was 
a bedroom community about 14 miles southeast of Tulsa. When the 
Muscogee founded a new community in the Indian Territory, they named it 
after their old settlement in Alabama. The town’s Muscogee name was 
Rekackv (pronounced thlee-Kawtch-kuh), meaning “broken arrow.” 


12 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Broken Arrow. Oklahoma 
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Our Yuchi/Muscogee family would participate in the pow wow held at the 
armory coordinated by Jess Haikey. Jess was part of the Broken Arrow 
Indian baseball team in the late 1920s. He worked with my paternal 
grandfather, Israel Maxey, who lived a few acres behind our home. The 
boom boom boom sound of the drum reverberating off the steel structure 
of the armory: You could feel the drum beats under your feet. The late 
humid summers of Oklahoma would filter through the open doors. 


Lesharo Wildcat, 3, of Pawhuska, Okla., at the 
Pow-Wow of Champions hosted by The Intertribal 
Indian Club of Tulsa at the QuikTrip Center Tulsa, 
Okla., Aug. 11, 2007. \ Brandi Simons / AP 

It was a social but also spiritual event for us in 
those days of the late 1960s and early 1970s. 
Jamie K. Oxendine 13 says of pow wows, “Many 
ceremonies and customs were outlawed during 
the reservation period. The Grass Dance, being 
more social, was one of the only events 
allowed. As so many Tribes were pushed 
together, it soon was clear and necessary to 
transfer the traditions of the Grass Dance 
between tribes. ‘Inter-Tribalism’ began to 
emerge with the sharing of songs, dances, 
clothing, food, and art. Gift giving and 
generosity became integral aspects of these early festivities and they are 
still with us today.” 

For me, the pow wow summers in Broken Arrow were exciting. I would see 
my great-grandmother Neosho Brown Maxey come visit us along with her 
sister, Alice Perryman. I would sit on my great-grandmother’s lap with 
Alice sitting by. I would hear stories of their youth and of my 
great-great-grandfather Sam Brown. Alice did not wear dentures, and 
when she laughed, her face opened up with glee and her face radiated joy. 
These memories are part of my tribal history and culture. 



13 http://www.Dowwows.com/historv-of-the-powwow/ 
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My cousin Jane Breckenridge has kept my family’s allotted 14 land alive to 
this day. Her Euchee Butterfly Farm 15 is on my great-grandmother’s land 
where her house used to sit. On her website, she writes about our family’s 
history 16 : 

“The Euchee Butterfly farm was established by the heirs of Neosho 
Parthena Brown, a Native American woman of Euchee and Creek descent, 
on the original 160-acre allotment deeded to her in 1899 by the United 
States Government. It is one of the last intact allotments in Oklahoma and 
stands as a reminder of the tragic history of what was once known as 
Indian Territory. 

“Neosho was the daughter of Samuel W. Brown, Chief of the Euchee Tribe. 
The Euchees, also known as the Yuchis, are one of the most mysterious and 
ancient cultures in North America. Historical records show that when the 
Cherokee and Creek people first arrived in the southeastern United States, 
the Euchee were already well-established. When asked where they 
originated, the Euchees would answer, ‘We come from far away. We are 
Children of the Sun.’ 

“Adding to the mystery was their strange and completely unique language 
which bears no resemblance in vocabulary or linguistic structure to any 
other language in the world, and is today preserved by just five remaining 
fluent native speakers. In the late 1700s, some of the Euchee bands joined 
the Muscogee (Creek) Confederacy, comprised of 48 other autonomous 
tribal towns, each maintaining political autonomy and distinct land 
holdings. Euchee people were considered as one town within the 
Confederacy, and to this day they are still federally recognized as 
Muscogee (Creek) citizens.” 

I do have a memory of Neosho wearing the turtle shell leg shakers 17 as she 
danced during some of the songs. I heard the drum beats and songs in our 
ancient language, accompanied by the shhh shhh shhh of the shakers. 


14 http://www.okhistorv.org/publications/enc/entrv.php?entrv=AL011 

15 https://www.nativebutterflies.org/ 

16 https://www.nativebutterflies.org/historv 

— tulsaworld.com/archives/turtle-shells-vital-for-dancers/article c2e67bfa-42c5-5258-9 

b5f-8blc41f6cbll.html 
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When intertribal songs 18 are sung, all dance styles, all ages and genders 
participate, and Indian as well as non-Indian may enter the dance. Those 
were my favorite, as I got to join my great-grandmother and other 
relatives in dancing. The other times I was either running around with 
relatives or kids my age, getting sweaty and excited to finally be able to 
be on my own. In Indigenous settings, kids are allowed to be kids, and 
some mischief is permitted. Families share stories of old and catch up on 
what is new with everyone. 

Each pow wow the host family will provide the evening meal. Indian fry 
bread 19 is a staple. Sofke 20 , grape dumplings, potatoes, beans, and tea 
would be served. The meal gathering words in Muscogee were called out, 
Hompvs vtes, come eat! My grandfather Israel said as long as I knew those 
words, I would never go hungry! 

Numerous Saturday nights were filled with my dancing, eating, and running 
around the Broken Arrow Armory, special moments with my 
great-grandmother and my grandfather. All this remembrance rushed past 
my mind this past weekend. The Yellowfish pow wow in Lawton made me 
realize how much I miss my youth with my relatives. 

reprinted from People’s World 

www.DeoDlesworld.orQ/article/familv-Dow-wow-SDirit-of-mv-vouth/ 


18 https://powwow-Dower.com/DOWWQW-dancing/ 

19 https://www.smithsonianmag.com/arts-culture/frvbread-79191/ 

20 indiancountrvmedianetwork.com/news/traditional-foods-for-modern-indians/ 
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Appendix A 


Wealaka Camp - Oklahoma 

The camp is on beautiful allotment land rich with history that has a 
wonderful creek running through it. They are a base camp established by 
Mvskoke people in Mvskoke Territory of Leonard, Okla, for the purpose of 
preserving our sacred water, protecting our Mother Earth, and providing a 
means to learn traditions and culture from one another in a good way, 


Can you go to camp?- 

Yes! They are accepting water protectors. If you would like to attend camp 
please message them on their Facebook page HERE and if you share the 
same vision, you will be permitted to camp and receive location. 


Where is Camp?- 

The camp is within 30 minutes of Tulsa Oklahoma. 


What to expect at camp- 
Core Values: 

1. To create an atmosphere conducive to educating the greater society in 
regards to the ecological danger that faces all humanity 

2. To create a community setting that teaches and promotes youth and 
others to be active in developing ways to live in harmony with earth and 
nature 

3. To develop ways and means necessary to confront those forces that 
would destroy the natural order of life and sabotage the future of our 
planet and thus our children 

4. And most of all, to promote recognition in all people that the earth and 
nature are the greatest manifestations of the Creator that we have to 
relate to and to identify and promote spirituality within the community by 
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working together with the elements of our existence that this community 
can sustain itself in a way that allows the earth to replenish itself every 
spring as our ancestors did as they faced the challenges of their time 

"Ekvnv Vcayetskv" means “Taking Care of Earth” 

OUR CREED: We are a prayerful healing camp standing for Sovereignty and 
Treaty Rights as protectors of Mother Earth. We are indigenous led and 
respect the protocols of the indigenous Mvskokvlke as the lands we are a 
part of; peoples of all nations, water protectors and those committed to 
preserving our Mother for future generations are welcome. 

CODE OF CONDUCT: EVERYONE is welcome. Registration is required upon 
arrival for any stays over night or longer, if you do not agree to abide by 
Camp Rules you cannot stay. 

No registered sex offenders; And we do reserve the right to a background 
check. If you are redeemed or transformed from your past trials than that 
is between you and creator but we will NOT allow sex offenders here. 

We have a VERY strict NO alcohol and drug policy; any use of illegal 
substances is NOT welcome on the sacred grounds. 

No firearms on the grounds. 

No Stealing. Period. If you borrow something, take it back in as good a 
shape as you borrowed it. Don’t take without asking. If you are caught 
stealing on the grounds you will not be allowed back. 

No Gossiping against elders, leaders or security or even among yourselves. 
Protocols are put into place for a reason protecting the prayer and 
medicine if you disagree please don't stay, we don't need the negative 
energy. 

If you are coming to live off the camp and not participate as a unified 
village and learn to be self-sufficient this is also NOT the camp for you. 

Respect security's authority they are put into place to protect the prayer 
and healing medicine of this camp. In doing so all goes through them to 
protect the Elders and leaders in this camp along with keeping EVERYONE 
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safe If you are asked to leave do not try to go to one of the Elders it goes 
as far as our head of Security period. 

ALL live feeds need to be approved by security or the Camp’s PR or 
coordinated by the Camp’s PR. Photos or live feeds are NEVER done around 
the sacred fire and the inipi. EVER! ALL media groups have to check in with 
security or PR, And have to be approved by our head of PR. 

Respect after sundown - quiet voices, quiet music, solitude. 
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Appendix B 


The Euchee Butterfly farm - https://www.nativebutterflies.org/ 

The Euchee Butterfly Farm was established in 2013 by the heirs of Neosho 
Parthena Brown, a Native American woman of Euchee and Creek descent, 
on the original 160 acre allotment deeded to her in 1899 by the United 
States Government. It is one of the last intact allotments in Oklahoma and 
stands as a reminder of the tragic history of what was once known as 
Indian Territory. 

Neosho was the daughter of Samuel W. Brown, Chief of the Euchee Tribe. 
The Euchees, also known as the Yuchis, are one of the most mysterious and 
ancient cultures in North America. Historical records show that when the 
Cherokee and Creek people first arrived in the southeastern United States, 
the Euchee were already well-established. When asked where they 
originated, the Euchees would answer, “We come from far away. We are 
Children of the Sun.” Adding to the mystery was their strange and 
completely unique language which bears no resemblance in vocabulary or 
linguistic structure to any other language in the world, and is today 
preserved by just five remaining fluent native speakers. In the late 1700s, 
some of the Euchee bands joined the Muscogee (Creek) Confederacy, 
comprised of 48 other autonomous tribal towns, each maintaining political 
autonomy and distinct land holdings. Euchee people were considered as 
one town within the Confederacy, and to this day they are still federally 
recognized as Muscogee (Creek) citizens. 

At its height, the Muscogee Confederacy spanned much of the southeastern 
United States. Early ancestors of the Muscogee constructed magnificent 
earthen pyramids in elaborate ceremonial complexes, and later the 
Muscogee built expansive towns within what are now Alabama, Georgia, 
Florida and South Carolina. However, the Indian Removal Act of 1830, 
championed by President Andrew Jackson, resulted in the forced removal 
of the southeastern tribes from their homes, an ethnic cleansing and 
genocide that later came to be called the Trail of Tears. Many tribal 
members did not survive the harsh conditions and starvation rations of the 
forced relocation, and some estimates put the death rate as high as 60% on 
the brutal march. Those that did survive were guaranteed by treaty that 
Indian Territory, in what is now eastern Oklahoma, would be divided into 
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sovereign nations belonging to and controlled by the respective tribal 
governments. 

In 1887, Congress passed the Dawes Act, which began the process of 
dismantling tribal autonomy and collective ownership of the sovereign 
lands that comprised Indian Territory, a process that culminated in 1907 
with the creation of the state of Oklahoma. The Dawes Act proved to be 
almost as devastating for the tribes as the Indian Removal Act had been 
half a century earlier. A portion of the lands were allotted to enrolled 
tribal members, but without the protection afforded by collective tribal 
ownership the allottees were incredibly vulnerable to land theft, in the 
form of swindling, exploitation or even murder by the white settlers 
moving into the area. Since many of the tribal members didn’t speak 
English, they were unable to navigate the legal system in order to keep 
and protect their land, and it is now commonly accepted by many 
historians that this was the intent of the Dawes Act. 

The Euchee Butterfly Farm owes its existence to the strength and 
perseverance of Neosho Parthena Brown. The land it sits on was her 160 
acre allotment, and despite years of economic hardship during the Great 
Depression and later as a widow, she preserved the land as her most 
important legacy. Today we honor her sacrifices and courage at the 
Euchee Butterfly Farm by using her land to help Muscogee citizens find 
economic independence in a transformation almost as remarkable as that 
of our butterflies. The land that was once meant to dismantle the 
Muscogee Nation is now being used to rebuild the lives of its citizens. 
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Neosho Maxey, nee Brown Samuel W. Brown, Sr. 

Mark’s great-grandmother Mark’s great-great-grandfather 
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Breckinridge Artifact Services - http://wbreckinridge.com/ 

To help you understand who I am let me first tell you a few things I'm not. 
I'm not a professional Archaeologist, Anthropologist or Geologist. I am not 
a relic dealer (although I do trade to study and learn.) In these days of 
intense specialization I think of myself as a synthesist--one who brings 
many fields together in productive ways. 

My wife Tamara and I live on a family farm not far from a large 
metropolitan area in Eastern Oklahoma. We both feel it is crucial to 
maintain a connection to the natural world beyond the climate controlled 
boxes we call buildings and the sanitized version of nature we see on TV 
and in parks. We are active arrowhead and fossil hunters, and we hike or 
swim (in the summer!) pretty much daily. 

We have equines: donkeys, mules and horses! Trailriding is another of our 
favorite outdoor activities when it's not too hot or cold and the horseflies 
aren't too thick. 

Our small herd of goats helps us fight brush, and our small pack of dogs 
helps guard the goats! 



L-Bill holds an Ice age fossil found in 
the river. R-Tammy Pittman 
Breckinridge holds an ice-age bone 
from the Arkansas River. 
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Appendix D 


Miscellaneous photos & documents 



Hidden Collections ... 

The Samuel W. Brown Collection 

By Larry O'Dell 

The Samuel W. Brown Collection (92.01) 
is a rare manuscript collection in that it il¬ 
luminates many important aspects of 
Oklahoma's history and does so in a variety 
of media. It follows two generations of 
American Indian leaders who attained 
high-ranking positions in the Creek and 
Yuchi (also spelled Euchee) nations. It cov¬ 
ers not only Indian politics but statewide 
political contests. The large collection con¬ 
tains papers and several photos and maps. 

Samuel W. Brown, Sr., bom in 1843 at 
Van Buren, Arkansas, to a U.S. Army 
lieutenant, S. W. Williams, and the sister of 
a Yuchi chief, Suttah. In 1867, after Sam¬ 
uel moved to the Creek Nation, the Yuchi 
named him chief. The next year he married 
Neosho Parthena Porter. He also held sev¬ 
eral positions in the Creek Nation, includ¬ 
ing superintendent of Creek national 
schools. In 1894 he founded Euchee 
Boarding school near Sapulpa. In 1916 his 
son, Samuel W. Brown, Jr., ascended to 


the position of Yuchi chief. Brown. Sr., re¬ 
mained active in tribal affairs until 1935, 
when he died. Brown. Jr., (photo at right) 
showed an interest in the record of his peo¬ 
ple, collecting many histories. The Browns 
also held several interests in the oil indus¬ 
try. providing them with a comfortable ex¬ 
istence. On December 31, 1957 Chief Sam¬ 
uel W. Brown. Jr., died. 

The collection holds correspondence of 
Samuel Brown, Sr, Samuel Brown, Jr., and 
other family members. The papers also in¬ 
clude legal documents relating to personal, 
business, and tribal affairs managed by the 
two men. Several items pertain to Yuchi and 
Creek history, biographical materials, and 
newspaper clippings related to the family. 
The Brown collection also includes materi¬ 
als on Oklahoma history and other political 
ephemera. Photographs include family, sev¬ 
eral prominent Oklahomans, state scenes, 
and postcards of places and events. Maps 
relate to tribal lands, business, and the de¬ 
velopment of the Jesse Chisholm trail me¬ 
morial. The Brown collection dates to 1865 
and is contained in thirty-eight document 
boxes, not including maps and photographs. 


The Samuel W. Brown Collect ion can be 
viewed on the Research Division's online 
catalogue in the Oklahoma Historical Soci¬ 
ety's website, <okhistory.org>. The origi¬ 
nals may be examined at the Oklahoma 
History Center in the John and Eleanor 
Kirkpatrick Research Center. 


above is from Mistletoe Leaves, Oklahoma Historical Society, January 2009 



21 http://bit.lv/2wxirqs 
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Review 8 generations of Descendants of S. W. Brown, Sr. 

htt p://bit.lv/SWBROWN-descendants 
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I was a freelance journalist with (The 
1 People’s World PW). Their amazing 
| group of editors there helped flush out 
my voice with stories I knew needed to 
r I YT'I be read. 

| While at PW I was humbled to see my 
I stories time and time again be the most 
j clicked /read 
I stories of the 
week. For most 
' of my stories 

had 1000’s of 

hits a day for over 5 days in a row constantly. 

One week I was the top three stories on their 
website. I always said, it is the combination of a 
good nose for a story and the great editing team I 
shared which was a winning combination. 

Mark is currently initiating the League of 
American Writers, a solid group of left leaning 
anti-fascist journalists with an eye towards 
exposing the oligarchy. 


PEOPLE'S WffBRLP = 


n Facebook Comments plugin 


MOST POPULAR 



American Indian 
Movement 
founded 50 years 
ago 


Folic singer goes 
360 for WoodyFest 
2018 


Robert Mitchell: 
Indigenous teen 
robbed of 25 years 
and counting by... 


Oklahoman Mark Maxey is a Yuchi Indian, enrolled in the Muscogee Nation, 
and has studied radio/TV/film with an Art minor in college. He is a 
member of the National Writers Union, UAW Local 1981 /AFL-CIO. He’s 
worked as an administrative assistant, petroleum landman, barista, staff 
writer, paralegal, content producer and graphic designer. He is a lifelong 
grassroots activist with a passion for justice. He spent 
six months as a National Data Team volunteer for the 
Bernie Sanders for President campaign. 

http://www.peoplesworld.org/authors/mark-maxev/ 

Blog: http://www.okemahfreepress.wordpress.com 



126 


UAW LOCAL 1981/AFL-CIO 






















